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P'R N Þ A . 


S there are more bad Collections 
of this kind than good voices, the 
Editors of this performance think it 
incumbent on them to give ſome reaſons 
for laying this Collection at preſent be- 
fore the Public, at a time when Song 
Books in n are held in ſo ſmall 


eſteem. 


For his ſmall Volume, recourſe 

has been had to almoſt every Collec- 
tion the three Kingdoms has furniſhed 
us with; ſuch old Songs as have firmly 
ſtood the teſt of approbation are re- 
tained, whilſt every thing that has the 
leaſt tendency to indecency or ribaldry, 


3.0... 3: 


1 Carefully excluded. The errors of 


our predeceſſors have ſerved us as bea- 
cons, to avoid thoſe ſhoals oa which 
they have ſplit, and, by ſtecring 2 di- 
ferent courſe, we hope to meet à differ- 
ent fate. 


The moſt favourite Airs ſung at the 
Theatre Royals, and Public Gardens, are 
here carefully inſerted, and a great many 
Songs that has not appeared in any 
former Collection. How far the Edi- 


to:s' endeavours to render it a more 2 


greeable companion to the ſocial mind 
has ſuccceded, is left to the determi- 


nation of the Public. 
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A Jolly Jack Tar but a little while fince I 
Ah! think me not unfeeling love 3 
Again in ruſtic weeds my. 3 
Amo, amas - - 1 
Away with ſoft fighs, for our danger 4 1 
And are ycu {ure the news is true 12 
Ah! where 0 you hurry my deareſt 19 
An! let it ne'er with truth be ſaid 22 


| N S IX 


A iweet ſcented Beau, and a ſimpering young 22 


As near to Porto Bello lynng - <- 25 
A maiter I have, and I am his man 38 
Again Britannia ſmile — -: 4 
As down on Eanna's banks Fi ſtray 5d a 42 
As you mean to {ct ſail for the — of delight 43 


Ana did you not hear of a jolly young waterman 91 
Ah! ſolitude take my diſtreſs - - 


A ſoldier I am fer 2 lady cc - - - 00 
As j ockey was lens tne meadows ſo gay : 
As I came from milking {ome eyenings awhile 147 

As paſſing Ly a ſhady grove - <-. - - - 148 
A vyumne: 57 gocd liquor 188 


| 
| 
| 


Beneath a green fhade a lovely young ſwain 1 


Page 


— B | 

By him we love offended - - - - - - 6 
Brave boys let us go, fince again we are free 19 
Britain hail, thou glorious pride 7 
Bacchus one day gaily ftriding - g 
By dawn to the downs we repair 112 
Behold this fair goblet, *twas carv'd from the 133 
Blab not what you ought to ſmother — 
Blow high, blow low, let tempeſts tear S | 


Ben N 77 
Bright Phoebus has mounted the chariot of day 185 
C 
Come, buſtle buſtle, drink about 4 
Contented I am, and contented I'll be by: 
_ Caſt my love thine eyes around 15 
Come riſe Engliſh boys - - - - 45 
Curtis was old Hodge's wife > 
Can love be controui'd by advice 6 
Come rouſe brother Sportſman, the hunters all 68 
Come, come, my jolly lads the winds abaft 77 
Come give us a catch, and give us it free 88 
Ceaſe your whimp'ring ceaſe your whining 121 
Ceaſe rude Boreas bluic'ring railer 127 
Come, Colin pride of rural iwains 134 
Contented all day I will fit at your fide 134 
Could I her faults remember - 35 
Come and liſten to my ditty 155 
D 


Do you hear brctker ſportimen the Hund of the 70 


* 


Dame nature in forming a creature fo fair 


Down the bourne and thro? the mead 


Dear Tom this brown ins which now flows 


E 


Lre bright Rofina met my eyes 


F 


Fri de in the morn April the twelfth 
trom flower to flower gay roving 
res from confinemen: and ſtrife 
From flower to flower the butterfly 


Four and twenty hdlers all on a row 


G 


| Gentle maid, ah! why ſuſpect me 


Guardian angels now protect me 


Give Iſaac the nymph who no beauty can 


Go, tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies 


Give the toaſt my good fellow 


Gadzooks! there ſuch gig and nice rig 
Go high, go low, in every ſtate 


; : y | : H 
How oft Louiſa haſt thou ſaid 


Page 
100 
159 


185 


131 


115 


10 


He's as tight a lad to ſec t 5 18 
Hoſier with indignant {orrov =» 28 
How pleaſant a ſailor's !itc paſies 39 
5 1 2 «MY a 
Here's to the maiden of bailital fifteen 27 
Hark! the hollow woods retounding -2 
Hark! hark! the joy inſpiring horn WW 
Hey for a laſs and a bottle to cher 102 
Her mouth which a ſmiſe 112 
Had I a heart for falſh56d fram'd 139 
How ſtands the glaſs around 110 
_ Hear me gallant ſailor hear me | i 39 
How lovely ſhines the ring morn 0 


1 


lf me whiſpers the judge, be he ever ſo wiſe 18 
! lock'd up all my treaſure | | | 43 
in fabulous pages, where grave tubors train us 50 
I winna marry ony mon but Sandy o'er the lee 51 

I have been in love, and in debt, and in drink 71 
Jam marry'd and happy, with wonder hear this 92 

ockey ſaid to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou do't 93 
have a lover of my own | 


In my pleaſant native plains | 103 
July the firſt, in Oldbridge town „ 
In choice of a huſband no widows are nice 111 
I've kiſs'd and I've prattl'd with fifty fair maids 113 
In Jacky Bull, when bound for France 113 
I ſail'd in the goed ſhip the Kitty & 

I figh and lament me in vain 11 
I like a plain ſong without fine repetitions 121 
In gaudy courts, with aching hearts | 131 


If you'll conſent my lovely dear 141 


+ 0.0 © 8 © Iv * op. "8. ers 
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' "Page 
Iznthe the lovely, the joy of her ſwain 176 
In ſummer when the leaves were green 182 
In a ne hbodrly way | 187 
$ > 
Let fops pretend in flames to melt | 9 
Let the nomph kill avoid and be deaf to her 14 
Lovely nymph aſſuage my anguiſh 20 
Let gay ones and great . 2 
Like my dear ſwain no youth you'd ſce 9 
Like a wood-nymph in form and Diana in 105 
Lord, what care J for mam or dad _ 114 
Lord, what care we for France or Spain 105 
M 
My bonny ſailor's won my mind 7 
My heart's my owr, my will is tree 8 
My Peggy 1s a young thing 8 8 
My Patie 1s a lover gay . 21 
My temples with cluſters of grapes Il entwine 65 
My bake are all furniſh'd with bees „ 
My Sandy is the ſwecteſt ſwain 117 
My love was once a bonny lad 123 


My dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind 149 
My friends I ſurvey all around with delight 153 


N 


Near a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 73 


[ vii } 


| | Paze 
Mos the 855 Dr mirth and glee | 78 
Nen, grace | 97 
Ne if" « of pret: tet, for dancing intended 166 
Nor ZAUTOTE is up, Th ect wooded of day 172 


No fler that biuw: 3s like this roſe 188 
Oo 

Gun ould we ſorrow, who never knew in 16 
33 the gods ot the Greeks 30 

2 Nancy, wilt! ton 30 with me 76 
On plea; ure ſmegth wings, how 03d- ti . 
O Sawney, Why 1ex thou thy Nel! "ag 4 
O the days when 1 was young 89 
On! what had I to 7 tor to marry 1286 
Oh! my Iweet pretty mag you're foit as a hog 137 
O welcome home my de arent ac l 157 
On Thames lair banks a gentle youth 109 


? 


Pho! pox © this nonſenſe Ip ray tee five o'er BB 


Put about t IT ri bu: Xs L* brill EX £ — » ap 89 
Philira's charzus poor Damon took 10, 
Ple alare le'ens as it flies 18 
8 
Since you mean to hire "My" CrVice 16 


Still in nopes to ge: the better 24 
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(ix 7 


| | b 
Sweet bird that ſhun'ſt the noiſe of folly 30 
Since the world is ſo oid, and the times are ſo 52 

Sound the fife beat the drum 53 
Sing the loves of John ana Jane 58 


Stern winter has left us, the trees are in bloom 82 
Sweet Poll of Plymouth was my dear 86 


' Sweet echo, ſweeteſt nymph ! that liv'ſt unſeen 87 


Shepherds, I have loſt my love | | 
Sweet tranſports, gentle wiſhes, go | 118 
Stand by your guns, my hearts of oak 160 


Since Jenny ſhe has married with auld Robin 161 


Since the fate of Gibraltar attracts the whole 1 
Sons of ocean fam'd, in ſtory. = 


| Sweet Annia fra the ſea beach come 174 


* 


To heal the ſmart a bee had made | 
The ſpring newly dawning invites ev'ry 20 
Tell me, lovely ſhepherd, where : 23 
There's grinders enough, firs, of every degree 29 
There once, it is ſaid 32 
The Lowland lads think they are fine 35 
The wandering ſailor plows the main = 6s 
Thus, thus, my boys, our anchor's weigh'd $4 
The whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing 0 
The breed came forth frae the barn — 
Tis woman that ſubdues all mankind 64 
The modes of the court ſo common are grown 64 
The ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring 9 
To lower the topſails of Britons ſo tree 1 
The other day as | wa}k'd in the park 95 
The lawland maids gang trig and fine a 
Thou'ſt play'd as falle, a faithleſs part 100 


[x ] 


Twas in the ſeaſon of the year 
The mutk-ro1c blooms in thorns and tears 
T tere or.ce was a man, you may think it 


There was a ly miller once 


Twas within a mile of Edinburgh town 
To eaſe my heart, 1 own'd my flame 
Twelve months are paſt, fince on the ſtrand 
*T was in the dezd time of the night 

©T was I learn'd a pretty ſong in France 


The great folks are noble. and proud let'em 
Tho' ſweetly breaths rhe ſmiling ſpring 1 8 5 


This face obſerve, diſcerning fair 

The topſail ſhivers in the wind 

*Twas when America roſe in rebellion 

The hardy ſailor braves the ocean 

The fields were gay | | 
The biu% of Aurora now tinzes the morn 
The buſy crew their ails unbending 

io thine altar, O love, how eager we preſs 
Abe moment Aurora peep'd into my roam 
PI 
The ſhout is gone forth, hark! the deep 
The ruddy morn blink'd c'er the brae 


This cold flinty heart it is you who have warm'd 
To an harbour of woodbines ye both ſhall be 
To Anacreoa in heav'n, where he fat in full 


- 


Vat mean you Chon Engliſh, you make this 65 


hre tne valievs and dates what ſweet muſic 


W 


W hat a lover 1; hc that has nothing tO gire 
hen the roſe is in bud, and blue violets blow 

Whothirſts tor more knowledge, 1 is welcome 

With horns and with hounds, I awaken the day 

Waen I was young, tho' now-am old 

Was! ſhepherd's s maidh to keep 

When late I wandered o'er the plain 

When glorious Eliza v as England's bright Sac 
"Vherever J am going, al! the da ay long 

Wncn wars alarms, Entic'd my Billy | trom me 

Well met pretty nymph, 1ays a jolly young 
\Wnen daites py'd and violets blue 

What's this to me! or me! or me! 1 


\Wiile the 1a:1s of the village hall merrily ah! 


Waile Britannia undaunted her rights 
nen the r2ly morn app24aring 

w hen William at eve merts BE down at tlie 
Walt with village-maids I tray | 

— len bid aden o the wake or tair 

V1th-an air 

> cn Eritain arlt, at 3 s command 

15 AN tarrics my ve 

& be three por F e 

Wen Capid, little ly rogue 

Wen fit d ken'd young Sandy” 5 face 

\W 1 en "tis night and the mid-watch is come 

Wiy hezve 5 My fond boſom, ah! what Can 

Wien Brit: ain's queen an Albion's Rrand 

* Ailit OL ners {iv ell} i Zh 
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Ve ſcamps, ye pads, ye divers DN 11 
Ye ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſportſwomen too 37 
Voung Jamic lov'd me weel 40 


Youth's the ſcaſon made for joy 


| | Us 
Ve well choſe ſpirits, who blazon this throng 67 


Ve gentle gales, that fan the trees 95 
Ye ſons of true Bacchus, repleniſh the bow! 125 
Young Damon, pride ot all the ſwains 


181 
Ve iair married dames, who ſo often deplore bs 
189 


Ve gallant ſouls that beat ſo high 


2 


Zooks ! that an old man can't keep a chicken 35 


THE 


LIVERPOOL SONGSTER. 


L SONG. 


| A Jolly jack Tar, but a litile white fince, 
As drunk as a beggar, as bold as a prince, 
Fell foul of an alehouſe, and thought it a fin, 
To paſs without calling,---reePd roaringly in. 
| | Dterry down, &c. 


He ſcacre had ſat down, when the Landlord came 


. 
With pudding and beef, which attracted his eye; 
By the main- maſt a ſail boys, he leapt from his place, 
And graſping his cudgel gave orders for chace. 


No it happen'd together ten Frenchmen were met» 
Reſolving ſoup meagre and frogs to forget; 
Convinc'd of their error, they'd order'd a feaſt, 
To be dreſt and ſerv'd = in a true Engliſh _. : 


$4 | 5 
At the heels of the Landlord, Jack quickly appears, 
And makes the room echo with tnree Britiſh cheers, 
Then fat himſelf down without any debate, 
And whipt his old chew on hisnext neighbour's plate 


No ſooner was Jack thus poſſeſt of a place, 
Than thinking it needleſs to wait for the grace; 
In ſpite of their whiſpers, the ftout Engliſh thief, 
Firſt grappl'd the pudding, then boarded the beef. 
Now nothing could equal the Frenchmen's ſurpriſe, 
They ſhrunk up their ſhoulders, and ftar'd with their 
eyes; 5 | 
From the one went a hah ! from the other a hem! 


They look'd at their Landlord, their Landlord at 


them. | | 
One more bold than the reſt, by his brethren's advice 
Made a ſneaking attempt to come in for a ſlice, 
But jack cut his fingers, and gave him a check, 
Crying own with your arms, or P11 ſoon clear the 
eck. = | | 


At length to revenge, all the Frenchmen unite, 


Each ſeiz'd on his knife, and you's for a hyht; 


Of quarters ſays jack, I would have you not think, 
So Arike you ſoup-bibbers, ſtrike, ſtrike, or you fink. 


The Landlord beholding, approach'd ſrom afar, 
And ſneaking behind, ſeiz'd the arms of the tar, 
Tre got him, ſays he, but he icarce could ſay more, 
Erc he found his dull pate where his heels ſtood 
before. . 

Then frowning, Jack flouriſh'd his truſty old flick, 
And laid on his br :aaſides fo faſt and ſo thick ;--- 
He ſo well play'd his part in a minute, that four 
Lay ſpraceling along with their hoſt on the floor. 


The reſt being diſmay'd at their countrymen's Late, 
ES | | | | ach 


ck, 


r 

r. 

ates 
ach 


Soon yielded him victor and lord of the main, 


is but that thou may'ſ better prove, 


Mhile joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new, 
Thy Peebe kind, thy Colin true. 


13 1 
Each fearing Jack's tick would alight on his pate, 


With humble entreaty to bury their ſlain. 


To which he conſented, but order'd that they 


For the beef, and the pudding, and porter, ſhould 


ay; 8 

So ging, 4 ſtagger'd away to his wench, 

And he tung as we'll all fing, down down with the 
French. Derry down, &c. 


II. S. in the Carnival of Venice. 
H! think me not unfeeling love, 
If ſtill from thee I hide each pain, 
The fancied peace I ſtrive to feign. 


I would not have they generous breaſt, 
Pierc'd with a pang beyond its own ; 
Twould point thy griefs were mine confeſt, 
Ah! leave me then to weep alone. 


III. Sung in the Capricious Lovers. 
er in ruſtic weeds array d, 


A ſimple ſwain, a fimple maid ; 


Oer rural ſcenes with joy we'll rove, 
By dimpling brook, or cooling grove. 


The birds ſhall ſtrain their little throats, 


And warble wild their merry notes, 
While we converſe beneath the ſhade, 


A happy ſwain, and happy maid. 


Thy hand ſhail pluck, to grace the bow'r, 
The luſcious fruit, the fragrant flow'r; 


Az IV. Sang 


„ 
5 IV. Surg by Mr. Baniſter. 
FIOME buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 


And let us merry Be, | 
Our can is full, we'll pump it out, 
And then all hands to ſca. 


And a ſailing we will go. 


Fine Miſs at dancing-ſchool is taught 

The minuet to tread ; | 
But we go better when we've brought 
The fore-tack to cat-head. 


The jotkey's calPd to horſe, to horſe, 
And ſwiftly rides the race; „ 
But ſwitter far we ſhape our courſe, 
When we are giving chace. 


With horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 
His pack the huntſman cheers; 
As loud we hollow when we ſcnd 


A broadfide to Monſicurs. 


The what's-their-names, at uproar {qua!!, 


With muſic fine and ſoft ; - 
But better ſounds our boatſwain's call, 
All hands, all hands aloft ! | 


With gald and filver ſtreamers fine, 

The Ladies rigging ſhew; _ 

But Engliſn ſhips more grandeur ſhine, 
When prizes home we tow. _ 


What's got at ſea we ſpend on ſhore. 

VWith ſweethearts, or our wives; 
And then, my boys, hoiſt fail for more; 

Thus paſs the ſailors lives. 


And a failing we will g. 


1 1 
v. Surg in the Agreeable Surpriſe. 
AV O, amas, 
| 1 love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and fender ; 
Sweet cow flips grace 
Is her nom'tive caſe, 


And ſhe's of the feminine gender. 


_ CHORUS. 
Roram, cor 
22 
Harum ſcarum! 

Diws ! 


Tag rat merry dere , perriewig and batband, 


horum geneti vo ! 


Can I decline 

A nymph divine? 
Her voice as a flute is dulcis ; 

Her oculus bright, 

Her manus white, 


And ſoft, when I n! her pulſe 15. 


My pue 
ru . 
If I luck, Sir, 
She's my uxor, 
; O dies benediforum ! 


VI. Sung by Mrs. Wrighten. 


T ay with foft fighs, for our danger alarms, | 
| AY Our count folicir our {miles to its aid; 


Let our beauty inſpirit our lovers to arms, 
e And 


By 7 
And heroes alone win the hearts of each maid : 
Love M the bold arm to ſecure their own 
iſs, | 
If you promiſe, ye fair, to reward with a kiſs. 


Laſt month my dear Colin, with tear-ſwimming 


| eyes, | | | ot woez 
Preſs'd my hand while he look'd a whole volume 
Even then, for my heart never wore a diſguiſe, 
It you love me, I ſaid, go and conquer the foe ; 
Defending your country receive your own blits, 
For thc ru in of France ſhall ſecure you a kiſs. 


If by my example my ſex were inſpir'd, 
No nation wou'd dare to provoke Britiſh rage, 
Our iwains with true courage would always befir'd, 
And our ſmiles create heroes in every age: 
Love will nerve the bold arm to ſecure their own 
blifs, 
Then promile, ye fair, to reward with a kiſs. 


VII. Sung in the Ducnna. 


DV him we lore offended. 
| How ſoon our anger flics! 
One day apart, tis ended, 
Pehold him, and it dies ! 
Latt night your roving brother 
Enrag'd I bade depart, _ 
And ſure his rude preſumption 
Deſerv'd to loſe my heart : 
Vet were he now before me, 
In ſpite of injur'd pride, 
I fear my eyes would pardon 
Before my tongue cou'd chide. 
By him we love, &c. 


With truth the bold deceiver 
To me thus oft has ſaid, 


h M* bonny failor's won my mind, 


hope the ſummer's weſtern wind 


What dangers he has undergone ; 


A thouſand terrors chill'd m breaſt, 


Three ycars are ſure enough to roam, 


Thy alter'd were his face and eyes, 


6 
&« Tn vain would Clara flight me, 
Ain vain ſhe would up raid! 
No ſcorn thoſe lips diſcover, 

„Where dimples laugh the while: 

« No frowns appear reſentful, : 
„Where Heav'n has ſtamp'd a ſmile ! 

By him we love, &c. 


VIII. Sung at Vauxhall. 


My heart is now with him at lea; 


Will bring him ſafely back to me: 
I wiſh to hear what glorious toils, 


What forts he's ſtorm'd, how great the ſpoils, 
From France and Spain my ſailor's won. 


When lancy brought the toe in view; 
And day and night Pve had no reſt, 
Leſt ev'ry gale a tempeſt blew : 
Bring, gentle gales, my ſailor home, 
His ſhip at anchor may I ſee; 


Too long for one who loves like me. 


His face by ſultry climes is wan, 

His eyes by watching ſhine leſs bright ; 
But ſtill I'll own my charming man, 

And run to meet him when in ſight : 
His honeſt heart is what I prize, 

No weather can make that look old ; 


TIl love my jolly failor bold. 
Ag 


1 
IX. Sung in Love in a Village. 
M Y heart's my own, my will is free, 
1 And ſo ſhall be my voice; 


No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 


Let parents rule, cry nature's laws, 


And children ſtill obey ; 
And is there then no ſaving clauſe 


Againſt tyrannic ſway ? | 
X. Sung in the Gentle Shepherd. 
M Y Peggy is a young thing, 


PO Juſt euter'd in her teens, 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay ; 

My Peggy is a young thing, 
And Tm not very auld: 
| Yet weel I like to meet her at 
The waking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſac ſweetly, 
| Whene'sr we meet alane, 4 
I wiſh nac mair to lay my care, 
I wiſh nae mair of a' that's rare: 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſac ſweetly, 
Io @' the lave I'm cauld, 
But ſhe makes a * ſpirits glow 
At waking of the _ e 


My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
Whene'er I whiſper love, 
That I look down on à the town, 
'That I look down upon a crown : 
My Peggy ſmiles ſac kindly, 
It makes me blyth and bauld, 


And 


(ot 
And nothing gives me fic delight 
As waking of the fauld. 
My Peggy fings fac ſaftly 
When on my —— 1 — 
By a' the reſt it is confeſs d, 
By 2 * ＋ 1 * ; 
ly Peg s fac ſaftly, 
And in oc — s are . 
Wi' innocence the ſweeteſt ſenſe, 
At waking of the fauld. 


XI. Sung in Thomas and Sally. 


1 fops 22 in flames to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never felt; 
I ſpeak without diſguiſe or art, 

And with my hand beſtow my heart. 


Let ladies prudiſhly deny; , 

Look cold, and give their thoughts the lic ; 
Sal. S . . do. + 

I own the paſhon in my breaſt, 

And long to make my lover bleſt. 


For this, the ſailor on the maſt | 
30. Endures the cold and cutting blaſt ; 
All dripping wet, wears out the night, 
And braves the fury of the fight. 


For this the virgin pines and fighs, 
Sal With throbbing heart and ſtreaming eyes, 
Till ſweet reverſe of joys ſhe proves, 


And claſps the faithful lad ſhe loves. 


| DVETTO. 
Ye Britiſh youths, be brave, you'll find, 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind; 15 
Protect their beauty from alarms, 
And they'll repay you with its charms. 


Tho. 


4.6} 
XII. Sung in the Duenna. 
OW oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid, 5 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt diſown,) 
Thou would'ſt not loſe Antbonie's love, 
To reign the partner of a throne. 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind ! 


And by that hand I preſs'd to mine 
To gain a ſubjeR nation's love, 
I iwear I would not part with thinc. 


Then how my ſoul, can we be poor, 


Who own what kingdoms could not buy ? 
Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 


And ſerving thee, a monarch I. 


Thus uncontroul'd in mutual bliſs, 
And rich in love's exhauſtlefs mine; 
Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 
And Pl take kingdoms back from thine. 


XIIT. Sung in the Carnival of Venice. 


Ix HAT a lover is he that has nothing to give, 


But a look, and a vow, and a figh ! 


Silly maid, take my word, you ſhould know how to 


Before you're ſo ready to die. (live 


How ſtupid a pair are the bridegroom and bride, 

Who wed but for cooing and billing; 1 
Oh, how dull will they be, as they ſit fide by fide, 
If it happens they're not worth a ſhilling. 


At firſt, by good luck, every hour of the day, 


*Tis my darling, my heart's deareſt pleaſure, 
But at lait, ſays the wife, I want money to pay, 
Come, give it my heart's richeſt treaſure. 


(82-73 
XIV. Surg in the Choice of Harlequin. 


X E Scamps, ye Pads. ye Divers, and all upon 

the lay. Loon — 

In Tothill fields gay ſheep-walk like lambs ye ſport 
Rattling up your darbies, come hither at my call, 

Tm ligger Dubber here, and you're welcome to 

Mill Doll. With my tow row, &c. 

At your inſurance-office the Flats you've taken in ; 


The game you've play'd, my Kiddy, you're always 
ſure to wan : reak, 


Firſt you touch the Shiners the number up- vu 
With your inſuring policy ! I'd not inſure your neck 


The French with trotters nimble, could fly from 


Engliſh blows, [ſhews: 


And they've got nimble daddles, as Monſieur plainly 


Be thus the foes of Britain bang'd, 


ay thump away 
Monſieur, : [fo | 


litair. 


The hemp you're beating now, will make your 


My peepers, who've we here now ! why this is ſure 
Black Moll; I Doll: 
My ma' am you're of the fair fex, ſo welcome to Mill 
The cull with you who'd venture into a ſnoozing 
[ and then---- 


en, f 
Like blackamoor Othello, ſnould put out the light, 


I think my flaſhy coachman, that you'll take better 


3 
Not for a little hub come the ſlang upon your fare: 


Your jazy pays the 2 unleſs the fees you tip, 


Tho' you're a flaſhy coachman, here the 
holds the whip. | 


. CHO Ru $ | en 
We're Scamps, we're Pads, we're Divers, we're all 
upon the *. 5 


gagger 


In 
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In Tothill fields gay ſheep-walk like lambs we 
ſport and play; 
Rattling up our darbies, we're hither at your call, 
You are Jigger Dubber here, and we're ſorc'd for 
to mill doll. Msitb cur tow row, &c 


XV. Sung in the Ducnna. 
ENTLE maid, ah! why ſuſpe& me ? 


Let me ſerve thee---then reject me: 
Canſt thou truſt and I deceive thee ? 
Art thou ſad---and ſhall I grieve thec ? 
Gentle maid, ah! why ſuſpect me? 
Let me ſerve thee---then reject me. 


XVI. A favourite Scorch BALLAD. 


A ND are you ſure the News 1s true ? 
| And are you ſure he's weel ? 
This is no time to think of work, 
I muſt ſet by my wheel. 
Give me my cloak, I'll go to the quay, 
And welcome him on ſhore; 
But why do I thus looſe my time? 
Perhaps he's at the door. 
Lie ſtill, lie ſtill, my beating breaſt, 
Ah! welcome him on ſhore ; 
Ferhaps from me no more he'll roam, 
Or truſt the rude ſea more. b 


So true his words, ſo ſmooth his ſpeech, 
His breath like caller air; 
Eis very foot has muſic in't 
When he trips up the kair: 
And will I lee his face again? 
And will I hear him ſpeak ? 
There's lily whitencls in his ſkin, 
And rotes in iis cheek: 
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Lie ſtill, lie fill, my beating heart, 
My Donald's at the door; 


Perhaps from me no more he'l] part, 


Or truſt the rude {ca more. 


The cold blaſt of the winter wind, 


That thrill, d late through my heart, 
Are all blown by, and Donald's ſafe, 
Till death we ne'er maſt part: 


Zut what puts parting in my head ? 


It may be far away; 


The preſent moment ſure's our own, 


The next we nc'er may ſee; 
Lie fall, lie ſtill, my beating heart, 
Hark! hark! he's at the door; 
Perhaps from me no more he'll part, 
Or truſt the rude fea more. 
XVII. Sang by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
ONTENTED I am and contented Fl] be, 
For what can this world more afford, e 
Than a girl that will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar that's plenteouſly ſtor'd, | 
My brave boys. 


My vault-door is opon. deſcend ev'ry gueſt, 
Broach that caſk, for that wine we will try, 
'Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the tate, 
And as bright as her cheek to the eye. 
In a piece of ſlit hoop I my candle have ſtuck, 

Till light us each bottle to hand; 


And the foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 


For I hate that a bumper ſhouid ſtand. 


We are dry where we fit, tho! the 00zy drops ſeem « 


The moift walls with wet pearls to emboſs, 


From the arch, mouldy cobwebs in Gothic ſtaſte 


Like ſtucco work cut out of mots. {| ſtream, 
| Aitride 
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Aſtride on a butt, as a but ſhould be ſtrode, 
1 fit my companions among, | 
Like grape-bleſling Bacchus, the good fellow's god, 


And a ſentiment give or a ſong. 


I charge ſpci! in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancient more patriot-like bled ; 

Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 

And myſelf for my bucks Þ1! drink dend. 


Sound that pipe, 'tis in tune, and thoſe bins are well 
View that _ of old Hock in the rear; [filPd. 
Von' bottles of Burgundy, ſce how they're pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier over tie. 
My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review; 
When I caſt my eyes round, I confider my caſks, 
As kingdoms T've yet to ſubdue. 
Like Macedon's madman, my drink Tl enjoy, 
In defiance of gravel and gout ; 
He cry'd when he had no more worlds to deftroy--- 
I'll weep when my liduor is out. 


When the lamp is brimfull, ſee the flame brightly 
But when wanting moiſture, decays; [I ſhines, 
Repleniſh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 

Or elſe there's an end of my blaze. | 

»Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhould be ſhed, 
No ic jacet be cut on my ſtone; f 
But pour o'er my coffin a bottle of red, 

And ſay. A choice fellow is gone. 


XVIII. Sung at Vauxhall. 
1 the nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf to the 


ſwain, 


Who in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain; 


or 


ell 


tou 1 
For his rage, not his love, in his frenzy is ſhown ; 
And the blaſt that blows loudett 1s ſoon over-blown 


But the ſhepherd, whom Cupid has pierc'd to the 


heart, 


Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmart; 


Or, in plaintive ſoft murmers, his boſom- felt woe, 
Like the ſmooth-gilding current of rivers will flow. 
Tho' filent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 
And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of ſighs: 
But when he accoſts you, in meadow or grove, 


His tale is ſo tender---he cooes like the dove. 


XIX. Sung in the Sorcerer. 


lle. . my love, thine eyes around, 


See the ſportive lambkins play; 
Nature gaily decks the ground, 
All in honour of the may: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


She. Damon, thou haſt found me long, 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive tongue, 
Often held me in the dale: 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 


He. Not the verdure of the grove, 
Not the garden's faireſt flow'r, 
Nor the meads where lovers rove, 
1 by the vernal hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's eye, 
If Florella is not by. 


She, Not the water's gentle fall, 8 5 
By che bank with poplars c:own'd, 


Not 


No more wi | 
He's ſure ſent from Heav'n to lighten my care. 


| . ] 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 

Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 
Can delight Florella's car, 

If her Damon is not near. 


Beth. Let us love, and let us live, 


Like the chearſul ſcaſon gay: 
Baniſh care, and let us give 

Tribute to the fragrant May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


. SONG. 


Why ſhould we ſorrow, who never knew fin ? 


Let imiles of content ſhow our rapture within ! 


This love has fo rais'd me, I now fly in air! 
IIe's ſure fent from Heav'n to lighten my care! 


Each ſhepherdeſs views me with ſcorn and diſdain ! 


Each — pres me, but all is in vain: 


lorrow, no longer deſpair, 


XXI. Sung in Midas. 


7 .S$4L ENG... © | 
INCE you mean to hire for ſervice, 
8 Come with me you jolly dog; 
You con help to bring home harveſt, 
"Tend the ſheep, and feed the hogs. 
Farra diddle dol,---Farra diddle dol, 
Tol ti di tol di ti di tol dol dol. 


With three crowns your ſtanding wages, 

_ You ſhall daintily be fed, Oe 

Bacon, beans, falt beef, cabbages, 
Butter milk, and oaten bread. 

Farra diadle, fee. 


Come 


MY 


IL 
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Come ftrike hands, you'll live in clover, 
When we get you once at home; 
And when daily labour's over, 


We'll all dance to your hum-firum. 
Parra diddle dol, &c. 


APOLLO. 


Done---'ſtrike hands, I take your offer, 
Farther on I may fare worie ; 
Zooks ! I can no longer ſuffer 
Hungry guts and empty purſe. 
Farra diddle dol, &c. ts 


XXII. SONG. 


Wr the role is in bud, and blue violets 


blow, 


And the birds fing us love ſongs from every bough, 


When coveſlips, and daiſies, and daffodils ipreac, 


Adorning, perfume the flowery mead. 


Qur cleanly milk-pail 
Is fill'd with brown ale; 
Our table, our table's the graſs : 
There we fit and we ſing, 
And we dance in a ring, 
And _— lad has his laſs ; | 
There we ſit and we ſing, and we dance in a ring, 
And every lad, every lad has his laſs. 


When without the plough the fat oxen do low, 


The 1ads and the laſſes a ſheep-fhcaring go; 
Our ſhepherd ſhears his jolly, jolly fleece, 


| How much richer than that which they ſay was in 


Tis our cloth, and our food, [| Greece! 
And our politic blood ; © 
Tis the ſeat which our nobles fit on: 
Tis a mine above ground, 
Where our treaſure's all found; _ 
| is 


1 } 


"Tis the gold, and the ſilver of Britain: 


"Tis a mine above ground, where our treaſure's all 


found, 
'Tis the gold, and the ſilver of Britain. 
5 XXIII. Sung in Cymon. 
FF ſhe whiſpers the judge, be he ever ſo wiſe, 


Tho” great and important his truſt is; 
His hand 1s “ a pair of black eyes 
Will kick up the balance of juſtice. | 


If his paſſions are ftrong, his judgment grows weak, 


For love through his veins wil! be creeping, ; 


And his worſhip when near to a round dimpie cheek 


Though he ought to be blind will be pecping. 
XXIV. Sung ir Mother Shipton. 


O heal the ſmart a bee had made 
I Upon my Chloe s face, 
Honey upon her cheek ſhe laid, 
Aud bid me kiſs the place. 


Plcas'd I obey'd, and from the wound 
Imbib'd both: wect and ſmart; 
Je hogey on my lips I found, 
The fling within my heart, 
XXV. Lung in Midas. 
E's as tight a lad to ſee to, 
| As e' er itepp'd in leather ſhoe ; 
And what's better he loves me too, 
And to him Ti! prove True-Blue. 
Tho! my Siſter caſts an hawk's eye; 
I dety what ſhe can do: 
He o'erlo kd the little dovy, 
I'm the zii he means to Woo. 


Hitler 


\ 


— — 


all | | 


' 


_ Well tickle the Spaniards, and wing tue Mynheers. 


This brave gallant youth, 1- a true Briton born, 


We ſmile at mistortune, wounds, ſhipwreck and 


| O. where will you nurry my deareſt ? 


Tat ever lov'd mortal before, 


[9] 
Hither I ftole out to meet him; 
He'll no doubt my neps purſue, 
If the youth prove true, If nt him, 
If he's falie-—-T'Il nt him too. 


XXVI. Sung in the Choice of Harlequin. 
B* AVE boys, let ns go fiace again we are free, 


Let's haſte ro the einpire of freedom the ſca, 
Where each proud vſurper we'll bollly dethrone, 
And tell em that kin, dom was always our own. 
We owe the French ſomething for tricks t'other day, 
Tae debt fa drubbing, which gladly we'll pay, 
Their IG we icorn, and their threats we de- 

| ne, 4 | 
We yield but to conquer, and ſink but to rife ; 
With Parker and Redney we'll trim the Monſieurs, 


One William preſerv'd our religion and laws, 
Another now rilcs to plead our great cauſe; 


His King he'll defend and his country adorn. 
Each hardſhip, each danger, he'l! bl! defy, 
For Digby ſhall teach hin to conquer or die. 
Tho' the waves have veen rouzn, and the wind in 
our teeth, - 


death; | [ ſall, 
And ſtill hope my dear boys, that by miſting our 
At laſt we may meet With a p: bperous gale 


XXVII. urg ix Arue- Blue. 


Say, ſay to what clime or what ſhore, 
You tear him from me the lincereſt, 
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Ah! cruel hard hearted to preſs him, 
And force the dear youth from my arms, 
Reftorc him that I may careis him, 
And ſhield him from future alarms. 


In vein you inſult and deride me, 

And make but a ſcoff at my woes; 

Yuu nc'er from my dear ſhall divide me, 
TII follow wherever he goes. 


Think not of the mercileſs ocean, 
My {foul any terror can have, | 
For ſoon as the ſhip makes its motion, 
So ſoon ſhall the ſea be my grave. 


. XXVII. Sang in Midas. 
| | Pug fo LY nymph aſſuage my anguiſh, 


At your feet a tender ſwain 
Prays you will not let him languiſh. 
One kind look would eaſe his pain. 

Did you know the lad that courts 
Vou, he not long need ſue in vain; 

Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports, 
You ſcarce will meet his like again. 


XXIX. SONG. 


1 ſpring newly dawning invites ev'ry flow'r, 


To bloſſom again on the mead or the bow'r; 
Thoꝰ ſports on each plain the young ſhepherds pre- 


pare ; | 
To me they're unpleaſing if Jockey's not there. 
A T no? ſports, &c. | | 
Let winter its horrors ſpread wide o'er the ſcene ; 
And nought bur its gloom on each object be ſeen, 
To me eben a deſart ſeems lovely and fair, | 
If fortune decrees that my Jockey is there. _ 
, ee dports; &c; XXX. Song 
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| XXX, SONG. | | 
7 HO thirſts for more knowledge, is welcome 
to roam, | 
He may ſeek a new clime, who is wretched at home ; 
Who of pleaſure or folly has not had his fill, | 
May quit poor Old England whenever he will; 
But nothing ſhall tempt me to croſs the ſalt main, 
For change I'm too ſteady, and rambling is pain. 


Old England, brave boys, good enough is for me, 
Where my thoughts I can ſpeak, where my birth- 
| right I'm free; | 
Whatever I wiſh for now comes at my call, 

I can ſport in the field, or can roar in my hall; 

My time is my own, I can do as I will, 


I have children that prattle, a wife that is fill. | 


I feel that Im happy, tho' taxes run high, 
I want no Exotics, ſo eaſy am I; 
I'm alive to my friends, and at peace with the dead, 
With party and ftate I ne'er trouble my head; | 
Contention I hate, and a 3 love moſt, 
| You'll pledge me, I'm ſure, for Ola England's my toaſt 


XXXI. Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, at Vauxhall. 


XIV Patie is a lover gay, 
4+ His brow is never cloudy ; 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
| His face his fair and ruddy; 
His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize, 
He's itately in his walking; 
The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe, 

Tis heaven to hear him talking. 
Laſt night I met him on the bawk, 
Where yollow corn was growing ; 
There many a kindly word he ſpake, 


That 
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That ſet my heart a glowing ; 
He kiſ:'d, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And lov'd me beſt of ony; 
That gars me like to ſing ſinſyne, 
O Corn Riggs are bonny ! | 
Let maidens of a filly mind, 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting; 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
| We chalily ſhould be granting; 
Then [I'll comply, and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my Cookernony, 
He's free to touzle ain or late, 
Where Corn Riggs are bonny. 


XXXII. Sung in the Election. 


AE let it neer with truth be ſaid, 
| That public virtue droops her head, 
That Engliſh faith ſhould luckleſs prove, 
Or croſs one Engliſh virgin's love. 


If in my Sally's youthful heart, 

Her Richard e'er may claim a part. 
This happy hour ſhall ſmiling prove, 
That honour firmly fixes love. 


XXXIII. Sung by Miſs Thornton. 


| A Sweet-ſcented Beau, and a fimp'ring young Cit, 
An artful Attorney, a Rake, anda Wit, 


Set out on a chaſe in purſuit of her heart, 
Whilſt Chloe diſdainfully laugh'd at their art: 
And rouz'd by the hounds to meet the ſweet morn 
Tantivy, ſhe tuilow'd the echoing born. 

Wit ſwore by his fancy, the Bean by his face, 
The Lawyer with Quibble, ſet out on the coaſe; 


The 


The Cit with exactneſs, made his account, 
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The Rake told his conqueſt, how vaſt the amount? 


She laugh'd at their follies, and blithe as the morn, 


Tantivy, ſhe follow'd the echoing horn. 


The clamorous noiſe rouz'd a jolly young Swain. 
Hark ! forward, he cry'd, then bounc'd o'er the plain 
He diſtanc'd the Wit, the Cit, Quibble, and Beau, 
And won the fair Nymph, hollo f hollio! 5 
Now together they 15 ſweet hymn to the morn, 
Tanti vy, they follow the echoing horn, 


XXXIV. SONG. 


WI horns and with houngs 1 waken theday, 


And hie to my woodland walks away ; 
Ituck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 

And tie to my forehead a waxing moon: 1 7 
With ſhouting, and hooting, we pierce thro' the ſky, 


While echo turns huntreſs, and doubles the cry. 


XXXV. SONG. 


XL me, lovely ſhepherd, where 
Thou feed' at noon thy fleecy care: 
Direct me to thy ſwect retreat 5 
That guards thee from the mid-day heat; 
Leſt by thy flocks I lonely ftray, 5 


Without a guide, and loſe my way : 


7 


b 


Where reſt at noon thy bleating care, 
Gentle ſhepherd, tell me where ? 

XXXVI. Surg in Love in a Village. 
1 gay ones and great 

Make the moſt of their fate; 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run : 
Well, who cares a jot ? 

l envy them not, | 

While I have my dog and my gun. 


(441 
For exerciſe, air, 7 
To thc fields I repair, 


With ſpirits unclouded and light : 


The bliſſes I find, | 
No ſtings leave behind, 
But health and diverſion unite. 


XXXVII. Sung in Love in a Village. 
' OTILL in _— to get the better 
u 


Of my ſtubborn flame I try, 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 


Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 


_ Ev'rycharm in thought I brave; 


Then, relapſing, fly to meet her, 


And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. 
XXXVIII. SONG. 


Ws I was young, tho' now am old, 


The men were kind and true; 


But now they're grown ſo falſe and bold. 


What can a woman do? 
Say what can a woman do? 
For men are truly, 

So unruly, 
I tremble at ſeventy-two ! 


When I was fair---tho? now ſo ſo, 
No hearts were giv'n to rove, 


Our pulſes beat not fait, nor low, 


ut all was faith and love ; 
Now what can a woman do? 

For men are truly, | 
. So unruly, 

I tremble at ſeventy two! 


4 


XXXIX. Song. | 


T9 1 
XXXIX. Sang ir the Padlock, 


T7 ASI a ſhepherd's maid to keep 
On yonicr plains a flock of ſheep, 
Well plcas'd l'd watch the live long day, 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at play. 


Or wou'd ſome bird, that pity brings, 
But for a moment lend its wings, 
My parents then might rave and ſcold, 
My guardian ſtrive my will to hold: 
Their words are harſh, his walls are high, 
But ſpite of all, away I'd fly. | 7 
] | XL. SONG. 
S near to Porto Bello lying, 
On the gentle ſwelling flood, 
At midnight with ſtreamers flying; 
Our triumphant navy rode. | 
There, while Vernon ſat all glorious, 
| From the Spaniards late defeat, 


And his crews with ſhouts victorious; 


Drank ſucceſs to Englands fleet. 


On a ſudden, ſhrilly ſounding, | 
HFledious yells, and ſhrikes were heard, 
Then, each heart with fear confounding ; 
A fad troop of ghoſts 8 8 
All in dreary hammocks ſhrouded, 
Which for winding ſheets they wore, 
And with looks by ſorrow cl uded ; 
 Frowning on that hoſtile ſhore. 
On them gleam'd the moon's wan luftre, 
When the ſhades of Hofer brave, 
His pale hands were ſeen to muſter; 
Riſing from their wat'ry grave. | 


.. wand comme? man hy'd him, 
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Where the Burford rear'd her ſail, 


With three thouſand ghoſts hefide him; 
And in groans did Ferrer hail, | 


Heed, oh heed! our fatal ſtory, 


I am Heofier's injur'd ghoſt, 
You who now have purchas'd plory, 
At this place were I was loit. 
Tho' in Porto Bello's ruin, | 
You now triumph free trom fears, 
When you think of our undoing ; 
You will mix your joys with tears. 


See theſe mournful Spectres ſweeping, 
Ghoſtly o'er this hated Wave, 


Whoſe wan cheeks are ſtrain'd with weeping, 


Theſe were Engliſh captains brave. 
Mark thoſe numbers pale and horrid, 

Who were once my ſailors bold, 
Lo cach hangs his drooping forchcad *? 
While his diſmal fate is told. 


I by twenty ſhips attended, 
Did this Spaniſh town affright, 
Nothing then its wealth defended ?_ 

But my orders not to fight. 


Oh! that in this rolling ocean, 


I had caſt them with diſdain, | 
And obey'd my hearts warm motion ; 


Too have quell'd the pride of Spain. 


For reſiſtance I could fear none, 
But with twenty ſhips had done, 
What thou brave and happy Vernon, 
Haſt atchiv'd with fix alone, 


Then the Baſtimento's never, 


Had our foul diſhonour ſeen, 
Nor the ſea the ſad receiver; 


Of this gallant train had been. Thus 


L297 1 
Thus like thee proud Spain diſmaying, 
And her gallcoys leading home, 
Tho? condemn'd for diſobeying ; 
| I had met a traitor's doom. 
To have fallen, my country crying, 
He has play'd a Engliſh part, 
Had been better far that dying; 
Of a griev'd and broken heart. 


Unrepining at thy glory, 
Thy ſucceſsful arms we hail, 
But remember our ſad ftory ; 
And let Hofier's wrongs prevail. 
Sent on this toul clime to languiſh, 
Think what thouſands fell in vain, 
Waſted with diſeaſe and Anguiſh ; 
Not in glorious battle ſlain. 


Hence with all my train attending, 
From their oozy tom's below, 
' Thro' the hoary foam aſcending ; 
[ Here I feed my conſtant woe. 
Here the Baftimento*'s viewing, 
We recal our ſhameful doom 
And our plaintive cries renewing ; 
Wandering thro' the midnight gloom. 


| 


aus 


O'er theſe waves for ever mourning, 
Shall we roam depriv'd of reſt, 
If, to Britain's ſhore returning; 
You negle& my juſt requeſt. 
After this proud foe ſubduing, 
When your patriot-friends you ſee, 
Think on vengance for my ruin; 


And for England ſham'd in me. 


Bz 


8 -3- 
XLI. SONG. 


OSIER ! with indignant Sorrow, 
I have heard thy mournful tale. 
And if heaven permit, to-morrow ; 

Hence our warlike fleet ſhall ſail, 
O'er theſe hoſtile waves wide roaming, 
We will urge our bold deſign, 

With the blood of thouſands foaming ; 

For our country's wrongs and thine. 


On that day when each brave fellow, 
Who now triumphs here with me, 
Storm'd and plunder'd Porto Bello 
All my thoughts were full of thee, 
Thy diſaſtrous fate alarm'd me, 
Fierce thy image glar'd on high. 
And with gen'rous ardour warm'd me. 
To revenge thy fall or die. | 


From their lofty ſhips deſcending, * 
Thro' the flood, in firm aray, ; 
To the deftin'd City bending ; 4 
My lov'd ſailors work their way. | 
Strait the foe with horror trembling, 
| _ in haſte his batter'd walls, 
And in accents undifſembling ; 
As he flies for mercy calls. 


Carthagena tow'ring wonder, 
At the daring deed diſmay d, | 
Shall cer long, by Britons thunder; 
Smoaking in the duſt be laid. 
Thou, and theſe pale ſpectres ſweeping, 
Reftlets o'er this wat'ry round, 3 
Whoſe wan checks are ftrain'd with weeping z 
Pleas'd ſhall liſten to the ſound. Aon 
| I ti 
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still remembering thy ſad ſtory, 
To thy injur'd ghoſt I ſwear, 

By my hopes of future glory, 
War mall be my conſtant care. 
And I ne er will ceaſe purſuing, 

Spain's proud ſons from ſea to ſea ; 
With j1it vengeance for thy ruin, 
Al for England ſham'd in thee. 


„„ XLII. SONG. 
1 ERE's grinders enough, firs, of every 


degree, 


From Julius the Great to low poverty, 


Whatever the ſtation, it ſharpens the ſenſe, 


And the wheel goes around, to wind in the pence. 


OC OK WS... 


Maſter-crinders enough at the helm you may find, 


Tho' Tm but a journeyman knives, pen 
ſciſſars and razors tu grind. 
Whatever the Stateſman may think of hi 
He turns fortunes wheel in purſuit of the p 
He grinds back and edge, Sirs, his ends to 


-knives, 


mſelf, 
elt, 
obtain, 


And his country may ſtarve ſo he pockets the gain. 


Cuno. Maſters-grinders, &c. 


The rich grinds the poor, is a ſaying of old, 


The merchant, the tradeſman, we need not 


be told, 


Whether Pagan, Mahometan, Chriſtian you be, 
There's grinders of all forts, of ev'ry degree. 


Cao. Maſters-grinders, &c. 


The Patriot with zeal animated declares 
The curtain he'll draw, and diſplay the ſtate 


players, 


He is a ſtaunch grinder to ſome tis well known, 


And they're mightily gall'd by the girt of his ſtone. 


Cuno. Maſter-grinders, &c. 
too am a grinder, * What, Sirs, o 
| 3 | 
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Lam but in taſte ſince I copy the great, | 
To be, Sirs, ingenuous, III tell you my mind, 
"Tis ter what I can get makes me willing to grind. 
| CHORYU 5s. f 
Maſter-grinders enough at the helm you may find, | 
The' Tm but a journeyman knives, pen-knives, | 
ſciſſars and razors to grind. 


XLIII. SONG. | | 
AWEET bird that ſhun'ſt the noiſe of folly, 
A. Moſt muſical, mot melancholy ' | 
Tuc chauntreſs oft, the woods among, 
I woo to hear thy even-ſong. 
XLIV. SONG. | 
5 Nec the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſia! feaſt, 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing, 
Merry Momus among them appear'd as a gueſt, 
Homer ſays the ceſeſtials lov'd laughing 
Tnis happen'd fore chaos was fix d into form, 
While nature diſorderly lay; 
While elements adverſe engender'd the ſtorm, 
And uproar embroil'd the loud fray. 


On ev'ry olympic the humouriſt droll'd, 
Hence none cou'd his jokes diſapprove; 
He ſung, repartce'd, many ſage ſtories told, 
And at length thus addreis'd father love: 
Sire, mark how yon matter is heaving below, 
Were it ſettled *twou'd pleaſe all your court ; 
Tis not wiſdom to let it lie uſeleſs, you know; 
Pray people it, juſt for our ſport. 


Jove nodded aſſent, all Olympus bow'd down 
At his fiat creation took birth; 5 

The cloud-mantled deity ſmil'd on his throne, 

And announc'd the production was carth. 


To 


5, A I. 


My Gear, ſays plum'd ——_ your laſt gift I prize, 


1 
To honour their te v'reign each god gave a boon; 
Apollo afforded it light; | 
The goddcis of child-bed preſented a moon, 
To filver the ſhadow of night. 


The dqucen of ſoft wiſhes, foul Vulcan's fair bride, 
Leering wiſtiul on her man ot wer, 


| ire way on beings who wanted a guide, 
} 


So ſhe ſparkled the morn and eve ſtar. 
From her cloud, all in ſpirits, the goddeſs up ſprung, 
In elizphs cach planet advanc'd ; N 
The tune of the ſpheres the nine filters ſung, 
As round Terra Nova they danc'd. 


E'en Jove himſelf could not inſenſible land, 
Bid Saturn his £1:dle fait bind, | 3 

The exponder of tate graſp'd the globe in his hand, 
And laugh'd at thote mites call'd mankind. 

From the hand of great Jove into ſpace it was hurl'd 
He wes charm'd with the roch of the ball, 


Bid his daughter, Attraction, take charge of the 


world, 


And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd _ the preſent, review'd the globe 
round, | 
Saw with rapture hills, vallies, and plains; 
The ſelf-balanc'd orb, in an atmoſphere bound, 
Prolihc by ſuns, dews, and rains. 
With filver, £910, jewels, ſhe India endow'd, 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear, 
What was fit tor each clime, on each clime ſhe 
bens; | | | 
And freedom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


That blue ey'd celeſtal, Minerva the wiſe, 
Ineffably ſmil'd on the ſpot ; 


4 


But 


5 . ˙¹ -m: ˙—·¹- A ne oe ee 


„ 
But, excuſe me, one thing is forgot. 5 
Licentiouſneſs freedom's deſtruction may bring, 
Unleſs prudence prepares its defence; 
The goddeſs of ſapience bid Iris take wing 
And on Britons beſtow d common: ſenſe. 


Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 


As guardians to cheriſh the root; 
The bloſſoms of liberty gaily gan ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen ted on the fruit. 


Thus fed, and thus bred, by a bounty ſo rare, 


Oh! preſerve it as pure as ftwas given; 


We will while we've breath, nay, wel! graſp it 


And return it untainted tv heaven. | in death, 
„„ 8 


YT VIERE was once,---it is ſaid, 
11 When, -- its out of my head ;--- 
Aye, and where too- yet true is my tale; 
That a round-belly'd vicar, 
Bepimpled with liquor, 


Could ſtick to no text like good ale. 


| Tol derol, lol derol lol, &c. 
He one night gan to doſe, 
For, under tlie roſe, | 5 

The prieſt was that night zen /e ipſe; 
Nen ſe ipſe, you'll ſay, 5 

- What is that to the lay ;--- 

In plain Engliſh, the parſon was tipſey. 
When the clerk coming in, 
With his band-bobing chin, 


As ſolemn and ſnivling as may be, 


The vicar he ga "a, 

His clerk hem'd and ſcrap'd, 
23ying---Pleaſe, fir, to bury a baby. 

Nau our author ſuppoſes | 


: „ 
The clerk's name was Moſes. 
Who look'd at his matter ſo roſy ; 
He blink'd with one eye, 
And with — awry, 
He hiccup'd out,---How cheers it, Mozy ? 
A child, fir, is carry'd 
For you, to be bury'd ;--- 
Bury me, Moſes !---no, that won't do;--- 
Lord, fr, ſays the clerk, 
You are all in the dark, 
"Tis a child to be bury'd, not you. 


Well, Moſes, don't hurry,- - 

: The infant we'll bury ;--- 
But, matter, the corps cannot ſtay - 
hat---can't 1t---but Why? 
For once, then, we'll try 

| i a ear: Moſes, can run away. 


But Moſes reply'd, 
The pariſh wil chide, 
For keeping them out in cold weather, 
Then, Mozy, quoth he, 
Pray tell *em from me, | 
Pl. bury them warm, all together. 


But fir, it rains hard, 
Pray have ſome regard ;--- 
Read, Moſes ! that makes me ftay ; 
For no corps, young or old, 
| In the rain can catch cold, 
But, Moſes, faith, you or I may. 
| Moſes begg'd to be gone, 
Saying, Sir, the rain's done; 
Plcaſe to ri e, and PI lend you my hand; 3 
| Tis hard, quoth the vicar, | 
To leave this my liquor, | 
And — — I'm ſure I can't ſtand. 
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At length, though ſore troubles. 
To Church-yard he hobbled, 
Lamenting the length of the way ; 
For, Moſes, quoth he, 
Where I biſhop, d'ye ſee, 
I neither necd walk, preach, nor pray 


When he came to the grave, 
Says he, Moles---a ftave ;--- 
Lord, where's my tobacco-box hid ? 
I proteſt this faſt walking 
Prevents me from talking ; 
So, Moſes, pray give me a quid. 
Then he open'd his book, 
And therein ſeem'd to look, 


Whilſ o'er the page only he — 15 


Crying, Moſes, Pm vex'd, 
For I can't ſee the text, 
This book is ſo damnably printed. 


Woman of a man born--- 


No---that's wrong the leaf's torn 1— 


Upon woman the natural ſwell is; 
| Were men got with child 
The world would run wild, 


| You and I, Moſes, might have big bellies. 


Qiaur guts would be preſs'd hard 


Were we got with baſtard; 
How wonderful are our ſuppoſes ;--- 
What midwife could do it? 
He'd be hardly put to it, 
Lord bleſs us, to lay me and Moſes. 
So, Moſes, come forth, 
Put the child into earth, 
And duſt to duſt, duſt it away; 
For, Moſes, I truſt, 
We ſhould ſoon turn to duſt 
It we were na to moiſten our clay. 


| Moſes 


5 
Moſcs, mind what I fay ;--- 
When 'tis night 'tis not ay ;- _ 


Now in former times ſaints could work miracles, | 


And raiſe from the dead,--- 
'There's no more to be ſaid, 
For, Moſcs, I've dropp'd down my ſpettacles. 


Moſes,---here what I ſay,--- 
Life's, alas ! but a day, 
Nay, ſometimes its over at noon ;--- 
Man 1s but a flow'r, 
| Cut down in an hour, 
Tis ſtrong ale, Moſes does it ſo ſoon, 


So one pot, and then ;--- 

| _ Moſes anſwered, Amen !--- 

And thus far we've carry'd the farce on ; 
*Tis the vice of the times 
To reliſh thoſe rhymes, 

Where the redicule runs on a parſon. 


But ſatire deteſts 
Immortality's jeſts, | 
All profane or immodeſt expreſſion ; ; 
So now we'll conclude, 
And drink as we ſhou'd, 
To the good folks of ev'ry profeſſion. 
Tol derol, lol derol lol, &c. 


_ XLVI. SONG. 


1 Lowland lads think they are fine 

But O! they're vain and idly gaudy ! 
How much unlike that graceful mien, 
And manly looks of my Highland laddie ! 


O! my bonny Highland laddie, 


My handſome charmin Highland laddie ; 3 
When I was fick and like to die, 


He row'd me in 2 Highland plaidy. 


If 


„„ 
If I were free at will to chuſe, 
To he the wealthicit Lowland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without ewe, 
With bonnet blue and belted plaidy. 
| =. WY. my . &c. 


The braveſt beau in borrows-town, 

In a' his airs with heart made read, 
Compar'd to him is but a clown, 

He's tiner far in's tartan plaidy, 

| O! my bonny, &e. 


C'er benty hill with him Tl run, : 

And leave my Lowland kin and daddy, 

Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 

_ He'll ſercen me with his Highland plaidy. 

| | | | O! my bonny, &c. 


Nay greater joy I'll cer pretend, 
Than that his love proves truc and ſtæady, 
Like mine tv him, which ne'er ſhall end, 
While heaven preſerves my Highland laddie. 
Tre O!] my bonny, &c. 
XLVII. SONC. 
F OOKS ! that an old man can't keep a chicken, 
| A chicken, a chicken, a pretty little chicken, 
A nice tit bit for his own private picking, | 
And means of redreſs there's no ftatute allows: 
But a rake like a ſly beaſt of prey, 5 
Will be watching, be watching, will always be 
8 watching, | 5 5 
New miſchiefs inventing, new artifices hatching, 
Of the white legged dainty its owner to choule ; 
Ere there remains in his heart to out-trick him, 
Traps and guns ſhall be planted to nick him, 
in every floor and ſtair in my houſe. 
Zu: a rake like a fly beaſt of prey, 


Will 
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Vil be watching, be waicking, ulla 
eing. : ; 
New mitchicts inventing, new artifices hatching 
Oi che white Jegged dainty it. owner to choule ;; | 
Jooks ! that an ed man can't keep a chicken, 
Achieden, a chicken, a pretty little chicken, 
A nice tit bit for his ova private picking, 
And means of redreſs there's no ſtatute allows. 


XLVIII. SONG. 


VV ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſportſwomen 
| Who delight in the joys of the held, (too, 
Mankind, ho' they blame, are all eager as you, 
And no one the conteſt will yield; LE 
IIis lordſhip, his worſhip, his konour, his grace, 
A hunting continually go, 
All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
With nark forward, huzza, tally ho. EE 
The lawyer will rife with the firit of the nr., 
To hunt for a mortgage, or decd, 
The hutband gets up at the ſound of the horn, 
And rides to the common full ſpeed; 
The patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game, 
The poct too often lays low, | 
Who, mounted on Pegaſus flies after fame, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho. | 
While fearleſs o'er hills and ver woodlands we 
Tho' prudes on our paitime may frown, (ſwerp, 


3 
a 
8 


Io of: do they decency's bounds 5ver-icap, 
And the fences of virtue break down; 
Thus public, or private, for penſion, for place, 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſhew, 
All ranks and degrees arc cngag'd in the chace, 
With hark forward huzza, taliy ho. 


ö 
XLIX. Song. 
= | 


1 
XLIX. SONG. 


| HEN late I wanQer'd o'er the plain, 
| From nymph to nymph I ftrove in vain, 
My wild defires to rally : 1 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 
And, ſtrange! no longer ſeek to roam, 
They center'd all in Sally. 


Yet ſhe, unkind one ! damps my joy, 
And cries I court but to deſtroy ; 

Can love with ruin tally ? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
_ I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally. 


Can the weak taper's feeble rays, 

Or lamps tranſmit the ſun's bright blaze; 
Oh! no---then ſay how ſhall I 

In words be able to expreſs 

My love it burns to ſuch exceſs, 
I almoſt die for Sally. 


Come, then, oh! come, thou ſweeter far, 
Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 

Or lillies of the valley; 

O follow love and quit your fear, 

He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
| And make me bleſt in Sally. 


** Sung by Mr. Edwin. 


A Maſter I have, and I am his man, 
S Galloping dreary dun, 
| And he'll get a wife as faſt as he can, 
a As With a haily, 
. Gaily, | 
Gambo raily, 
Siegling, 
Niggling, Galloping 


* 
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Galloping galloway, draggle-tail dreary dun. 
I ſaddled his fteed, ſo fine and ſo gay, 

| Galloping dreary dun: 


I mounted my mule, and we rode away, 
| With our haily, &c. 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, 

| Galloping dreary dun ; 

The nightingale ſunk inſtead of the lack, 
With her haily, &c. | 


We met with a friar, and aſk'd him our way, 
Galloping dreary dun; 

By the Lord, ſays the friar, you are both aſtray, 
| With your haily, &c. | 


Our journey, I fear, will do us no good, 

5 Galloping dreary dun; 

We wander alone, like the babes 'the wood, 
With our haily, &c. 


I heard a ſhot fired, and III take 2 peep, 
Galloping dreary dun; 


But now I think better---I'd better go ſleep, 
With my haily, &c. | 


LI. SONG. 
| He, pleaſant a Sailor's life paſſes, 


Wauo roams o'er the wat'ry main; 
No treaſure he ever amaſles, 
But chearfully ſpends all his gain. 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
| To honour and honeſty true, | 
And would not commit a baſe action, 
For power and profit in view. 


CHORUS. 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch . mea? 


© 
A let heart and a chin pair of breecnes, 
Gocs thorcugh the world my brave boys. 
The world is a! autiſul garden, 
Enrich'd with ine bleihngs of life, 
The tyler with plenty rewarding ; 
Which plerty tao often breeds flrife : 
When terrible tempeſts aſiatl us, 
And mountaingue billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
Put ſieilful induſtry Reers right. 


| Then why ſhould, &c. 
The courtier's mare {ubie@ to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ftate, 
Than we, who to politics ſtrangers, 

Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great: 
The various bleiings of nature, 

In various nations we try; 
No mortals than us can be greater, 

Who merrily live 'till we die. | 

| -..>..,”*. "Then-why mould, &c. 
LIE. Sang by Mrs. Kennedy. 


Oung Jamie lov'd we weel, and aſk'd me for 
= his bride; | . 
But ſaving a crown, he had naithing elſe beſide; 
To make the crown a pound my Jamie went to ſea, 
And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 
He had nae been gane a year and a day, 
When my tather broke his arm, and our cow was 

ſtoic away; | 

My mither ſhe fell ſick, and Jamie at the ſea, 
And Auld Robin Gray came a courting to me. 


My father cou'dna wark, my mither cou'dna ſpin, 

T toil'd day and night, but their bread I cou'dna win; 

And Rob maintain'd 'em baith, and, with tears in 
his &e, eile 


1 
Said, Janie, for their ſakes, oh marry me? 
My heart it ſaid Nay, for I look'd for Jamie back, 
But the wind it blew hard, and his ſhip was awrack, 
His ſhip was a wrack, why didna Jamie die, 
And why was he ſparcd to cry waes me? 


Ny father urg'd me ſair, my mither didna ſpeak, 
Dur the look'd in my face till my heart was like to 


| break ; | 
| They gi'ed him my hand, tho' my heart was at fea, 
bo Auld Robin Gray is a gude man to me: | 


Jad na been a wife a week but four, 
Wen fitting ſo mournfully out at my door, 
Lau my Jamie's wraith, for I cou'dna think it he, 
' Til ae ſaid, I'm c:me hame, love, to marry thee. 


Sur, {air did we greet, and mickle did we ſay, 
Wie ruk but a kiſs, and tare ourſelves away; 

I wiſh I were dead, but I am na lik to die, 

Oh, why was J born to ſay waes me! 

J gang like a ghaiſt, and I care not to ſpin, | 

I dare na think on Jamie, for that would be a fin; 
| So 1 will do my beit a gude wife to be, | 

For Auld Robin Gray's ſo kind to me. 


2 | | LIII. Sung at Vauxhall. 


| A Gain Britannia fmile, 
Smile at each threat'ning foe : 
To ſave this drooping iſle, 
See Rodney ſtrikes the blow: 
Hor Rodney quickly will regain 
Thy ſov'reign empire o'er the main. 


Againſt thee treach'rous foes, 
And falſe allies combine; 
But vainly they oppoſe, 
If Rodney fl is thine: | 


For gallant 1 will maintain 
The Britiſh empire oer the main. 


Long may he plough the main, 
Long may he victor prove, 
Rewards ſtill ſure to gain, 
| Of king and people's love : 
For gallant Rodney will maintain 
The Britiſh empire o'er the main. 


LIV. SONG. 


8 — on Banna's banks I ſtray'd, one ev'ning 


n May 
The little e 4 | blytheſt notes, made vocal ev'ry 


ſpr | 
They ſung 1 little tales of love, they oak them 


o'er and o'er. 


Ah! gramachrce, ma cholleenouge, ma Molly 
_—_— | 


nature yields, 
The primroſe ale, and vi'let blue, lay ſcatter'd 
o'er the fields; 


Such fragrance in the boſom lies of her whom I 
Ah ! gramachree, &c. | [adorc. 


] 121d me down upon a bank, bewailing my ſad fate, 


That doom'd me thus the flave of love, and cruel 
Molly's hate ; 


How can ſhe break the honek dn, that wears her 


in its core? 


Ah! gramachree, &c. | 
' You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear : ah! why cid 


I believe? 


Vet who could think ſuch tender words were mcant 
but to deceive ? That 


» — 2 ů — — „ 1 a . * . 


The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets the dawn of | 


0 „ — — —U—œ 


— — — ; 0 * 
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: That love was all I aſk'd on earth, nay, Heav'n 


could give no more. 


Ah! gramachree, &c. 
Oh! had I all the flocks that graze on yendee yel- 


low hill, 
Or low'd for me the num'rous herds that yon green 
paſture fill; 


With her I love, 5d gladly ſhare my kine and fleecy 5 
ore. 


Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Two turtle-doves, above my head, fat courting on 


2 bough, = 
T envy'd them their happineſs, to ſee them bill and 
Such fandnoſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd, but now alas! 
tis o'er. 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Then fare thee well my Molly dear, thy loſs I & er 


ſhall moan ; 


While life remains in Strephon's heart, "twill beat 
for thee alone ; 


Though thou art falſe, may Heav'n on thee its 


choiceſt bleſſings pour. 


Ah ! gramachree, ma "chollecnouge, ma Oy. 
aſhtore ! 


LV. Sung in the Choice of tots, 


A you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight, 

And in wedlock's ſoft hammocks to ſwing 
| ev'ry night, 

If you hope that your voyage ſucceſsful ſhou'd prove, 

Fill your ſails with affection, your cabin with love. 


Fill your fails, &c. 


Let your heart, like the main-maſt, be ever upright, 
| e 5 An 
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And the union you boaſt, like our tackle, be tight ; 


Of the ſhoa)s of indiff*rence be ſure to keep clear, 
And the quickſands of jealouſy never come ncar- 
And the quickſands, &c. 


If huſbands e'er hope to live peaceable lives 8 
They muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm to 
their wives; : 
For the cvener we go, boys, the better we ſzil, 
And on ſhiphoard the helm is ſtill rul'd by the tail. 
And on ſhipboard, &c. | 


_ Then liſt to your pilot, my boy, and be wiſe ; ; 
If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpiſe, _ 


A bracc of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 


And a hundred to one but you double Cape Horn. 


And a hundred, &c. 
| LVI SONG. 


TD Ritain, hail! thou glory's pride, 
AI And cnvy of th' aſtoniſh'd world; 
Still thy bold flects triumphant ride, 
Sul are thy vengeful thunders hurl'd, 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 


Britons never will be ſlaves. 


For heroes thou renown'd of old, 


And mighty chiefs of ancient fame; 


Thy ſons fill flouriſh great and bold, 


T'o guard the honours of thy name 

Rule, &c. | | 

A Rodney thine ! call'd forth by God 
Thy dear-bought laurels to defend; 


Naticns all tremble at his nod ; 


Lo, Weſtrcn Illes before him bend! 
YR 


B-hole | 
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Behold, he tramples to the ground 
That old perfhdious Belgic friend! 

See, how he ſtabs, with deadly wound, 
Ingratitude that helliſh fend ! 

Rule, &c. 


ö Let France, Spain, Hell, and Dutch unite | 

Againſt thy Heaw n· protected land; 

Brave Rodney ruſhes on to fight; 

Who can his conqu ring arm withſtand! 
Rule, &c. | 


LVII. s oN. 


me riſe, Engliſh boy's, 5 
5 To fing and rejoice, | 
ü Our honour and glory diſplay ; | 
For Rodney the brave 
| | Reigns lord of the wave, | 
| Ana the French England's flag muſt PRO 
Es My brave boys, 
| And the French 1 flag muſt obey. 

For Rodney, &c. | | 


| Long our inſolent foes 
Our arms did oppoſe, 
| Inſulted by land and by ſea; | 
Yet all was parade, 
N 4 were — . | 
| at ent appears 8, huzza. 
y brave by, &c. 


From the caſt to the weſt | | 
We have trimm*d them confeſt, I 
And their Admiral taken, De Graſſe; ? 
Now the Dutch, like the French, [| 
1 Muff their boaſting retrench, 1 
5 While we fin aloud, boys, huzza. - 
| | My brave boys, &c. On 
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On the wide- ſpreading main, 
Our rights to maintain, | 
'The bold Britiſh thunder did roar ; 

From morning till night 
They continued the fight, 
And like jolly boys cried encore. 
My brave boys, &c. 
Tho' a long time diſmay'd, 
By loſſes in trade, 
Vet our ſpirit you find is not broke; 
Though our inſolent foes 
Together oppoſe, _ | 
They ne'er can enſlave hearts of oak. 
My brave boys, &c. 
To Rodney and Hughes, 
Then ſing now, my mule, 
Who England have held up in glory ; 
'They have fought on the wave, 
Like Engliſhmen brave, | 
And will be renowned in ſtory. 
My brave boys, &c. 


LVII. SONG. 


| Frag in the morn, of April the twelfth, 


For e' er to be recorded, the 111888 
Great Rodney did diſcern, with artful ſtealth, | 


The lofty fleet of France that from him flew ; 


All hands aloft, he cry'd, ſpread ev'ry ſwelling ſail, 
See, ſee the Monſieur flies, = fears we ſhall prevail; 


Let ev'ry man ſupply his gun; 
Follow me, you ſhall ice, | 


That the battle it will ſoon be won. 


De Graſſe, who on the main indignant roll'd, 


Fear'd to meet the gallant Rodney in combat on 
the deep, | Though 


(7 I 


Though he had led a mighty train of heroes bold, 
To fink the Engliſh admiral and Wis fleet: 
Now er'ry gallant mind to vict'ry did aſpire, 
The bloody fight began, the fea was al! on fire, 
1 And mighty Fate ſtood looking on, 
1 Whiltt a flood, all of blood, 
| Thro' the dazzling Ville de Paris run. 


Sulphur, ſmoke, and fire, diſturbing the air, [ fleet; 
| With thunder and with vonder affright the Gallic 
Their vet'ran troops on board, quite child with 
fear | | 
Try from our zlorious admirals to retreat; 
At five — brave Hood again to drop them 
6 ſtoo . k | 8 
And gave the ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow, 
| While death and horror equal reign : 
Now, they cry, run or die, 
Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main. 


See, they fly amaz'd to rocks and ſands ! ED 
Sure danger they graſp at to ſhun a greater fate; 
In vain for aid they cry to diſtant lands, ; 
The nymphs and ſea gods mourn their loſt eſtate, | 
For Europe now prepare, thou mighty Paris Ville, 
| The vary e 8 and ſure thy monarch's blood ; 
will chill. i 


j = 


| Enough, thou mighty god of war! | 
I Now let's ſing bleſs the king! 
Here's a health to ev'ry Britiſh tar. 


„„ LIX. Sung in the School for Scandal. 


i 

| 

1 1 to the maiden of baſhful fifteen, | 
1 Here's to the widow of fifty; | | 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, | | 

| 

| 


And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. 
Let the toaſt paſs, | 
= 1 Drink to the f. 


aſs, 
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I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſ. 


Herc's to the maid whoſe dimples we prize, 
Likewiſe to her that has none, fir, | 
Here's to the maid with a pair of black eyes, 
And herc's to her that's 


Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 
And to her that's as brown as berry; 
Here's to the wife with a face full of wee. 

And here's to the girl that is merry. 


Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be thin, 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather ; 
So fill a pint bumper quite up to the brim, 

And cen let us toaſt them together. 


Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


LX. Sung in the Quaker. 


Lock'd up all my treaſure ! 


I journey'd many a mile; 


And by my grief did meaſure 


The paſſing time the while. 


My buſineſs done and over, 
| | haſten'd back amain, 


Like an expecting lover, 


To view it once again. 


But this delight was ſtifled 


As it began to dawn, 
I found the caſket rifled, 


And all my treaſure gone. 


ut one, fir. 


[ 4 J 
LXI. SONG. 


Wis glorious Eliza was England's bright ſt 


* Howard and Raleigh commande 

the War. 

The Spaniſh Armada was ſunk at their feet, 

Whilſt this was the chorus among the brave fleet. 
For freedom we Britons will range o'er the flood, 
To guard happy England, or loſe our hearts blood. 


Again did Spain tremble at fight of our Drake, 
And louder the ſea-lion roar'd with our Blake; 


The arm of our Ruſſel won England renown, 


While Tourville loft France her defir'd naval crown. 


For freedom, &c. 
Brave Vernon their ſtrong Porto Bello threw down, 


With only fix ſhips did he conquer the town ; 


They trembled while Anſon encompaſs'd the world, 
Who ſoon on the French let his thunders be hurl'd. 
| e For freedom, &c. 


To Hofier and Cornwall we'll Kill ſhed a tear, 


Whoſe memories long be to Engliſhmen dear; 


But Hawke us ſpirits, and France humble made 


Retriev'd all our fame, and protected our trade. 
e For 8 
What tho both their navies are potent . 
Brave Rodney ſhall meet them, andleſſen their train: 
The infolent Dons to their ſorrow ſhall know | 


Their help is in vain gainſt ſo powerful a foe. 


For freedom, &c. 


Then let us unite gainſt theſe wretched poltroons, 
We'll fink the French fleet, and take Spaniſh gal- 
ens, 


| 1 
This will chear up the ſpirits of each Britiſh tar, 
E is will chear up cP! Mare 
W | 
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Make the French ſuc for peace, and proud Spain 
rue the war. | 
| For freedom, &c. 
To George and to Charlotte a bumper put round, 
May they and their offspring with bieſſings be 
| crown'd! | | | 
May health, peace, and plenty be ſeen in our ſtreets! 
Here's again to the king, and ſucceſs to our fleets. 
| | For freedom, &c. pr 
1 LXII. SONG. | 
N fabalous pages, where grave tutor train us, 
The ſalt-water ſov'reign is call'd Oceanus; 
His ſpouſe was deliver'd, by man-midwife Triton, 
Of this ſea-girt iſland, his tav'rite Britain. ; 
The Naiaids were nurſes, old Trident declar'd, | 
To embelliſh his offspring no pains ſhou'd be ſpar'd: | 


By flying-fiſh drawn, to Olympus he drove, 
And petition'd the gods, that his ſuit they'd approve. | 
Tl make it, quoth Jupiter, king of the ſea ; | 
Avaſt! reply'd Neptune, pray leave that to me: 
Pll goes it with ſhoals, and I'll make their lads } 

eamen 


Strong Hercules holla'd---I'll make 'em all freemen. 


And what will you make? Venus whiſper'd to 
| ars ;--- ſtars, | 
Tll make them all ſoldiers, that Nep. don't make 
Momus ſmil'd ; as that droll always merrily means, 
He begg'd they'd go partners, and make em ma- 
5 rines. | 1 
Quoth Saturn, much time P11 allow em for thinking; 
Buck Bacchus reply d, no, allow it for drinking 
But Mercury anſwer'd, a fig for your wine, 
The art of time-killing by card-playing's mine. 5 ; 


1 


A 
Wo 4 7. * " 


1 1 
By Styx, quoth Apollo, but Hermes, you're bit; 
Gainſt gaming II ſend 'em an antidote,---wit : 
In England, laugh'd Momus, wit no one regards, 
Save that ſort of it that's in---playing your cards. 


Well, well, replies Phœbus, Ill mend their con- 
ditions, 

I'll teach 'em to fiddle, and ſend 'em phyſicians. 

"Mong fiddlers, quoth Momus, true harmony's ſcarce; 

And as to your doctorſhip,---phyſic's a farce. 


Says Venus, I'Il people this ifland with beauties, 
And tempt married men to be true to their duties. 
You to married-men's duty a friend! bawl'd or: 
Juno, 35 you know. 
You're a ſtrumpet, you flut, and that I know and 


Then turning to Jove, who look'd pale ſhe began, 


P11 ſpoil your Olympical gitt-giving plan: 
Herſelf not 2. ſhe vow'd ſhe wou'd wrong us, 


Blew a ſcold from her mouth, and ſent party among 


| us. 

God Bacchus, to counte rpoiſe Juno's raſh action, 
Commanded Silenus to ſeize upon Faction; 
Swift flitted the fiend, the old toper outſped, 
Whilſt Semele's ſon ſent. a flaſk at his head. 


The imp, by the blow, ſpeechleſs fell to the ground 
May wine thus for every foul faction confound : 
Unanimity ! that, that's the toaſt of our hearts, 
Though no party-men here, here's to all men of 


„ a! | ve 
I Winna marry ony mon but Sandy o'er the lee; 
I winna ha the Dominee, for geud he canna be; 
But I will ha my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the lee, 
For he's aye a — kiſſing, aye a kiſſing Ini 

| D2 wi 


He bow'd to the 8 141 and he ſtar 


„ 
Iwill not have the minitter for all his godly looks; 


Nor yet will I the lawyer have, tor all his wily 


| crooks : [ miller; 
I will not have the plowman lad, nor yet will I the 


But I will have my Sandy lad, without one penny 


filler 
For he's ayc a kiſſing, &c. 


I win not have the ſoldier 12d, for he gangs to the 


war; 


I will not have the ſailor lad, bereue he e of 
Iwill not — the lord or laird, for all their mickle 


1 meir. 


But I will ha hive my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the 


For he's aye a kiſhng, &c. 
LXIV. SONG. 


new, 
And every thing talk'd of, except what is true; 
Among other ftories my fable may pals, 


| ; Of four or five ſweethearts who courted a laſs. 


Derry down, &c. 
The firſt was from France, i-la-mode de Paris, 


All faſhion, all feather, bien monſieur poudrie ; 


He bow'd, he took ſnuff, cut a caper, and then 
He bow'd, cut a caper, and took ſnuff agen. 


4 Ince the world is ſo old, and the times are ſs 


r adit." 


A Dutchman advanc'd,---when the lady he ſaw, * 


He drop'd down his pipe, and he blutter'd out Yaw; 


With — hid in pocket, and 1 leer, 
As frogs ſing in courtſhip, ſo croak 


From Connaught itſelf, another beau came, 
Macfinnin Macgraph Ballinbrou __ was his name; 
d at Monſieur. 


Clapp'd hand on his ſword, and ſaid, Ah !------ 
Arrah my dear The 


d out Mynheer. | 


7; 


* adit.” 
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The next a Meſs John, »f rank methodiſt taint, 


Wo thought like a ſinner, but look'd like a faint, 
Clos'd his hands, twirl'd his thumbs, moving muckle 


his face, 


Then turn'd up his eyes about to ſay grace. 
A cat Engliſh ſailor, in holiday trim, 


Who _ long iov'd the laſs, and the ths had lov'd 
lim; 
Athwart them all ſt; t, under arm toſs'd his ſwitch, | 
Squar'd his hat, op'd his pouch, gave his trowſers 
a hitcn. 
He along-fide her fell, and he grappl'd on board; 


She ſtruck the firſt broadfide of killes he pour'd: 
Then hetow'd her to church; and as to the reſt. 
What after wards follow” d is caſily gu ſs'd. | 


Derry down, &c. 
15 IX. Sung at Vauxhall. 
Ound che fife.— beat the drum to my fandard 


repair, 
All ye lads who will conquer or die; 


At requeſt ot my ſex, as a captain I'm here, 


The men's courage and valour to try. 
"Tis your king and your country now call tor your 
And the ladies command you to go; . 
By me they announce it, and you who're aſrai 
| refule, our vengeance ſhall know. 


Then firſt, to the fingle---theſe things I declare, 


So each maiden moſt firmly decrees, 

Not a kiſs will be granted by black, brown, or fair, 
Not an ogle, a figh, or a {queeze. 

To the m— they but look glum or ſay no, 
Should the monſter dare blutter or huff, 

We've determin'd em. con. that their 'foreheads 
A word to the wiſe is enough. [ſhall ſhew--- 


C3 Theſe 
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1 heſe puniſhments we've, in terrorem, proclaims; | 
But ſtill ſhould your courage be lacking, | 
As our dernier reſort, this reiolve ſhall be nam d, 
Which, egad ! will ſend you all packing: | 
Well] the breeches aſſume-- pon my honour tis 
true | | 
So determine maids, widows, and wives: 
Firſt we'll march---beat the French---then march 
| back and beat you--- 
Aye, and wear em the reit of our lives. 


LXVI. SONG. 


HE wand' ring ſailor ploughs the main, 
1 A competence in lite to gain; | 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy teas, 
To find at laſt content and eaſe; | 
Ia hopes, when toi] and danger's ofer, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pale ; 
Tho dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flartfring fancy watts him home; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's ofcr, 5 
To anchor on his native ſhore. _ i 


When round the bow! the jovial crew | 
The early ſcenes of youth renew ; | 
"Tho? each his fav*rite fair will boaſt, . 
This is the univerſal toaſt ; | | 
May we, when toil and danger's ofcr, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore ! 


IXVII. Sung by Mr. Baniſter. — 
Us, thus, my boys, our anchor's weightd ; | 


| See Britain*s glorious flag c:iplay*d ! 
Dnfurl the 3 ſail! 


Sound, 


* 


LL tn 
; | Sound, f und your ſhells, ye tritons ſound ! | 
Let every heart with joy rebound !. 

Wee ſcud before the gale. 


See Neptune quits his wat*ry car, 
Depos*d by jove's decree, 

Who hails a free-born Britiſh tar 
The ſov*reign of the ſea. 


Now, now we leave the land behind, 
Our loving wives, and ſweethearts kind, 
Perhaps to meet no more! 
Great George commands; it muſt be ſo; 
And glory calls ; then let us go! 
Nor ſigh a wiſh tor ſhore. 
For Neptune, &c. 
A ail a- head, our decks we clear; : 
Our canvas croud ; the chace we near: 
In vain the Frenchman flies. 
A broadſide pour'd through clouds of ſmoke, 
Our captain roars---My hearts of oak, 
Now draw, and board your prize! 
_ | For Neptune, &c. 


The ſcuppers run with Gallic gore ; 

The white rag truck, Monſieur no more 
Diſpures the Britiſh ſway. 

A prize! we tow her into port, 

And hark! ſalutes from ev*ry fort! 
Huzza, my ſouls, huzza! 


For Neptune, &c. 
LXVIII. 8 ON G. | 
Herever I'm going, and all the day long, 
1 | Abroad, or at home, or alone in a throng, {| 
I find that my paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, [ſong. F 
That your name, when I'm ſilent, runs ſtill in my 


1 36 1 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora. 1 
Balinamone Ora, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. | 


Since the firſt time I ſaw you I take no repoſe ; [ 
I flecp all the day to forget half my woes: | 
So hot is the flame in my boſom which glows, 
By St. Patrick, I fear it will burn thro* my clothes, 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black hair for me. 


In my conſcience I fear I ſhall die in my grave, | 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
And grant the petitzon your lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your ſlave. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 4 
Your pretty black eyes for me. | 
On that happy day, when I make you my bride, * 
With a ow ing long ſword how Il] ſtrut and I'll 
ſtride? | | ; 
In a coach and fix horſes with honey I] ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your fide. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
' Your little white fiſt for me. 


LXIX. Surg in the Camp. 


7 7 Hen war's alarms entic'd my Willy from me, 
My poor heart with grief did figh, - 
Each fond remembrance brought freſh ſorrow on. 
I *woke ere yet the morn was nigh: me 
No other could delight him, 
Ah! why did Leber ſlight him, 
Coldly anſwering his fond tale! 


* 
3 
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Which drove him far 
Amid the rage of war, 


And left ſilly me thus to bewail. 


But 


On 


| But I no longer, tho“ a maid forſaken, 


For ere the lark to-morrow ſhall awaken, 


ut 


1 2 


Thus will mourn like yonder dove, 


I will ſeek my abſent love; 
The hoſtile country over, 
III fly 2 ſcek = x WH 
Scorning ev*ry threat*ning 
Nor diſtant ſhore, 
Nor cannons roar, 
Shall longer keep me from my dear. 


LXXł. SONG. „ 

HE ſimmer gan to ſmile, and nature looked 
When I was — on auld Robin Gray; 

For he was ſick at heart, and had na Friend beſide, 


But only me, poor Jenny, ' who newly was his bride: 
Ah, Bn © oma he cry'd, as ſure as I had 


Then fee my poor auld bones, I pray laid in the 


And keep a widow for my fake a twal'mogth and = 


day 
To thee ll leave whate· er belangs to auld Robin 


Gray. 


I laid Robin in the earth, * as $I cou'd, 
And ſhed a tear upon his grave, for he was very 


Then wok wy rock and rec is heck, enter ms 
Ah! wae is me, what ſhall I do fine poor auld Ro- 
in dy 
Search every part throughout the land, there*s none 

like me forlorn, 


Fm ready c en to ban the day, thatever Iwarborn; 
C5 


[93 
For ue, al J lov'd on carth ; ah! he is gane awaj 
My F 
Robin Gray. 


1 roſe up with the morning ſan, and ſpan till ſetting 


da 


And one whole year of widowhood, I mourn*d for 


Robin Gray : 
did the duty of a wife, was kind and conſtant too; 


Let every one example tak, and Jenny's plan purſue. 


4 — 2 Jamie he was dead, or to me he was 
olt, | | 

And all my fond and youthſul lone entirely was 
crols'd ; | 


try to ſing, I try to laugh, to pa the time away, 


Thinking al my friends were dead, when dy'd auld 


Robin Gray. 


At length the merry bells rang roung, I cou'dna | 


gueſs the cauſe, | | 
Bra' Rodney was the man they ſaid, who gain'd ſo 
much applauſe ; | | 
I &eri'na if the tale was true, till Jamie came to me, 
And ſnew'd a puriſc of gou'den ore, and ſaid it's a 
for thee, | 


I ken avid Robin Gray, is dead, your heart is true 


to me | | 
'Then take me Jenny to your arms, Iſe be gude mon 
to thee | 
Meſs John ſhall jcin us at the kirk, and we'll be 
blithe and gay; 


{ ſmile conſent, and then reply'd, adieu auld Ro- 


bin Gray. | 
1 LXXI. Surg in the Wives Reveng'd. 
Gi the loves of John and lane, T 


Sing the loves of Jane and John ; | 
| | | John. 


aither's dead, my Mlither's dead, and cke aud 
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Thin an 


. 
ohn for her would leave a Queen, 
* ane for him = eee Don : 
She's his Queen, he's her Don, 5 
John — jane, and Jane loves John. 


Whatc'er rejoices happy Jane, 


Is ſure to burſt the ſides of John; : 
Does ſhe for grief look pale and lean, 
He inſtantly is pale and wan: 


Thin and lean, pale and wan, 


John loves Jane, and Jane loves John. 


*Twas the lilly hand of Jane, 
Fill'd the glaſs of happy John, 


And heav'ns how joyful was ſhe ſeen, 


When he was for a licence gone; 


Joyful ſeen, they'll dance anon, 


For John weds Jane, and Jane weds John. 
John has ta'en to wife his Jane, f 5 


Jane's become the Queen of John; 


She no longer is his Queen, 


He no longer is her Don : 
No more Queen, no more Don, = 
John hates Jane, and Jane hates John. 


Whate'er tis that pleaſes Jane, 


Is certain now to diſpleaſe John; | 
With ſcolding they're grown thin and lean, 

With ſpleen and ſpite they're pale and wan: 
4 lean, pale and wan, 


| John hates Jane, and Jane 3 John. 


They're not ſo civil now they're wed, 
For he thumps her, ſhe breaks his head; 
John prays Heaven to take his Queen, 
Jane at the Devil wiſhes John: 
Heaven take Jane, the Devil take John, 
This is a marriage quite the Ton. „ 
D 6. LXXII. Sung 
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LXXII. Sung in the Wives Reveng'c. 
ag was old Hodge's Wife, 
| For virtue none was cver ſuch, 
She led ſo yu and chaſte a life, 
Hodge ſaid *twas virtue over much: 


For ſays ſly old Hodge ſays =D 
Great talkers do the . 


Curtis faid if men were rude, 

She'd ſcratch their eyes out, tear their hair; 

Says Hodge I b'lieve thou'rt wond'rous good, 

However let us nothing ſwear : | 
For ſays ſly old Hodge, &c. 


| One night ſhe dreamt a drunken ſol, 
Be rude in ſpite of her would fair ; j 
She made no more, but joint o' ſtool, 
Falls on her huſband might and main, 

— ſays fly old Hodge, &c. 

that time ſhe had broke his noſe, 
E e made a ſhift to wake his wife, 
My dear ſays ſhe judge by theſe blows, 

I prize my virtue more than life, 


Still ſays ly old Hodge, &c. 


I dreamt a rude man on me fell, 
However I his lose, dl 8 
Dear wife ſays 

But next time don't hit — 


For ſays fly old Hodge, hows _ 
Great talkers do the , C'ye ſee. 


LXXII. SONG. 


RECITATAIVE. 


HE wang ploughman hails the bluſhing 
| wn, 
The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 


„rr 


hey wel 


Loud fings the blackbird thro? reſounding grove: 


1 -} 


And the ack ſoars to meet the riſing ſun. 

| A In. | 

Away, to the copſe lead away; 

And now, my boys, throw off the a 
I'll warrant he ſhews us ſome play; 

See, yonder he ſkulks thro' the grounds. 


Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke em, my 
bloods : | | 

Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn : 

What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn ? 

Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find ; 

So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 

And leaves us a diſtance behind. 


O'er rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we fy, 
All hazard and danger we icorn ; 
Stout reynard we'll follow until that he die; 
Chear up the good dogs with the horn. 
And now he ſcarce creeps thro' the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 
Nor his life can his cunning prolong. 


From our ſtaunch and fleet pack twas in vain a that 


e fle 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn ; | 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, | 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. | 


LXXVI. SONG. 


s has heed came forth frae the barn, 
| And ſhe was diting her cheeks ; 
How can I be married to-day, 
That ha? neither blankets, ne rs 5 5 
That ha' neither — ne ſheets, | And 
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And wants a covernig tov ? 

Tuc breed that has aw things to borrow, 
Las cen right muckle to do. 
__Woy#d and marry'd and aw, 

Marry'd and wo9'd and aw; 

And was ſhe not very weel off, 

To be woo'd and marr; 'd and aw ? 


What is the matter? quoth Wolly, 
Though we be icant o' claiths, 
We's creep the claiſer together, 

And drive away the flees, 
The ſummer 15 coming on, 
And we's get pickles a woo ; 
We's fee a laſs ot our ain, 
And ſhe'll ſpin blankets enow. 
Wood and marry'd, &c. 


T hcn up {pake the breed's mother, 
The deel Rick aw this preed! 
Jad ne a plack in my pocket 
The day I was made a breed. 
Ny gown was linſey winſey, 
And nc'er a ſark at aw; 
And yo ba' gowns and buſk ins, 
Mair than ane or twa. | 
Voo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 
Is he came in frae the plough : 
i2wd your tongue, my daughter, 

And yeſe get geer enough; 
1 he ſtirk that gaus in the tether, 
And our brawd baſſen yade, 
To lade your corn in harveſt: 
What wad ye ha', you jade ? 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then 


„ 


Then up ſpake the bree4's orother, 
As he came home frac the kye; 
Wolly wou'd ne'er ha' had you, 
Had he known you as ue as I; 
For you're baith proud, aud fauc;, 
Ne fit for a poor mon's wife; 
Gin I ne'er ha' a better than you, 
Pie ne'er ha? ane in my lite. 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's lifter, 
As ſhe ſat down hy the fire; 
O gin I married to-neet, 

»Tis aw that I'd deſire 
But I, pure girl, muſt live ſingle, 
And do the beſt I can; 

I did not care what came o'me, 

So I had but a gude man. 

Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 

Marry'd and woo'd and aw ; 
And was ſhc not very weel off, 
To be woo'd and marry'd and aw? 


LXXV. SONG. 


AN love be controuPd by advice? 
Can madneſs and reaſon agree? 
O Molly ! who'd ever be wile, 
If madnels is loving of thee ? 
Let ſages pretend to Ceſpiſe . 
The joys they want ſpirits to taſte ; 
Let me ſeize on old Time as he flies, 
And the bleſſings of life while the lait. 


Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares; 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy: | 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey hairs; 
Too late may repent being coy. 


Then 


B, = 1 
Ihen Maly for what ſhould we tay, 
Tilh ail our beſt blood does run cold? 
Our youth we can have but to-day, 
We may always find time to grow old. 


LXXVI. SONG. 


b I'S woman that ſeduces all mankind, 
Ey her we firſt were taught the wheedling arty | 


Hier very eyes can cheat, when moſt ſhe's kind, 


She tricks us of our money with our hearts: 

For her, like wolves, by night we roam for prey, 

And practiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms; 

For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 
And beauty muſt be feed into our arms. 


IXXVII. SONG. 


FF HE modes of the court ſo common are growr | 
That a true friend can hardly be met; | 
Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, | 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
*Tis true, you find 5 
Some friends ſo kind,  _ B 
Who will give you good counſel themſelves to de- 
= I 1 ſorrowful duty, _ [tend, 
They promiſe, they pity; _ 
But ſhift you for money from friend to. friend. 
LXXMVIII. SONG. 
£7 OUTH'Ss the ſeaſon made for joy, 
Love is then our duty, 5 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
1 While we may, | 
ans” A a flower deſpis'd in decay. 1 
Youth's the ſeaſon, &c. Let 
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Let us drink and ſport to day, 
Our's is not to-morrow; 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and fing, 
5 Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return ſpring. 
Let us drink, &c. 93 5 
LXXVIX. SONG. © 
Y temples with cluſters of grapes I'll entwine, 
And — all joy for a goblet of wine 


In ſearch of a Venus no longer [1] run, 
But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair ; 

"Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair , 

For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
It not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite lais ? 


Tis women whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart: 
The miſer himſelf (ſo ſupreme is her ſway) 

Grows convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice ſorrow lifts up her head, 


And poverty liſtens well pleas d from her ſhed; 


While age, in an extaſy, hobling along, 


Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong. 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 
The largeit and deepeſt that ſtands on the board : 
P!1 fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 

Tis the thirſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare. 


LXXX. SONG. 


9 mean you Shon Engliſn, you make dis 


great poder, | 


Wit your beef and your puthen, your dis, dat, and = 


t'other; Pray 


1 


6 f 


| Pray vat do you mean, fir, hit de Frenchman in the * f 
1 1 
Wit your beef and your puthen, your puthen and 

8 beef. | T Derry down, &c. | * 
What tho' we've no beef nor no puthen to eat, 1 


We have de fine frogs dat be very cood meat; 

We make de frigaſee, with bon ſoup and ſallat, 

Which very well ſuits wit de grand Frenchman's 

pallat. | Sy down, &c. 

| You ſay dat your beef make you ne'er fear de gon; 

[ But remember Shon Engliſh, we make you to run 

| After us at Blenheim and Malplaquet battle, | 

| W kere the gons they do rore, and de drums they 
do rattle. Derry down, &c. 


Put now we muſt tel] you with much complaiſance, | 
We intended to have pay'd you one viſit from France; 
| And if monſieur Hawke would let us come over 
| In our flat-bottom boats, we'd land juſt at Dover. 
| 
| 
| 


— — — 
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Derry down, &c. 
But de de' el pick de Hawke, he will not fly away, 
But in de Brett harbour oblige us to ſtay, EE 
Come 2 and peeping, and play his mad 
* .  Troſic; | 9 
Which gave our poor ſailors von fit of de clic. | 
| | Derry down, &. 
Put now we vill tell you vat come by and bye, 
| Our admiral he takes out his glaſs for to ſpy ; 
| He halloas, truſs up boys, there's nothing to fear, 
| -_ Shon Engliſh be gone, and de coaſt it be clear. 
| * = Derry down, &. 
Then we ſail'd out a-main, and we thought to do 
| ſomething, 
But de dogs came again, and vid balls big as pads. 
| 1 | | hey 
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They pounce us, and pelt us, and make ſuch aclatter , 
Dat two or tree of our ſhips fell down in the vater. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then monfieur Conflans was in a very 2 paſhon, 
And thought he'd do ſomething for de honour of 
his nation ; | | 

He boldly commands and without more delay, 
You dogs take your heels and ler's all run away. 
5 Derry down, &c. 


Y= well choſe Choice Spirits who blazon FEA 


_ _ throng, 5 | 
Offended be not at this joke of a ſong; 
No party, profeſſion, nor ſex I provoke, 
No ſatire i ſing, for I ſing but in joke, | 
5 Sing tantarara joke all. 


Let Stoics pretend to ſet jeſts at dehance, 

Let ſchoolmen pedantical preach up for ſcience, 

Let ſelf-thinking wile ones a ſapience call, 

What's all that they know ? why a joke's worth it 
all. 1 Sing tantarara, &c. 

That life's like a ſong, preach the ſages of old; 

Poets make it a tale, by a poor ideot told; 

Say calls it a jeſt, but tis proper each man 

Of this ſong, tale, or joke, to make all that he can. 

e Sing tantarara, &c. 


The lady obſerve, when the lover grows Trg. | 
How ſaint ſhe forbids his attempts at poſlefling ! 
With a 3 by love ſoften'd, ſhe cries tis pro- 
voking, 
O dear fir, be qu let; yet ſhe is but joking. 
| Sing tantaraza, &c. 
When 


The firſt time tis offer'd, in jeſt he'll refuſe ; 


MW hen you ſee him a biſhop, you ſee "twas a joke. 


Yet they pocket the pelf, and are mad *twas no more. 


Tho' the wife may admit in her dull huſband's room | 


dhe don't think that her vow at the altar is broke, | 


By ev'ry day's practice, our wits have confe1s'd, 
That they ſooner would forſeit their friend than | 
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When the tithe-taking prieſt would a biſhopric 
chooſe | 


He gravely cries, no; but, tho' gravely he ſpoke, 


Sing tantarara, &c. 


When the bait of electors, in ay — a bribe, 

Is offer d, cr thruſt on the vote ſelling tribe, 5 

They cry, O dear God! Why, my lord! nay, I've | 
wore? _ | 


Sing tantarara, Kc. 
The white- ſtocking fuotman, or ſtable-bred groom, | 


For ſhe meant by her marriage no more than a joke. 


Sing tantarara, Kc. 


We are all made a joke of, by one or another, | 
This drolls on his father, and that on his brother. 


their jeſt. Sing tantarara, &c. 


The joke thus goes on from onr cradle to coffin, 
The time fill'd between is fit only for laughing, 


I 


The laſt joke I mention, Tm ſure you'll atteſt; 


For you all muſt allow that my ſinging's a jeit. 


Sing tantarara, &c. 


LXXXIL SONG. 


1OME, rouze, brother ſportſmen, the hunters : 


all cry, 


We've got a ttrong ſcent and a fav'ring fky ; 


The horns ſprightly notes, and the lark's early ſong, 
Will chide the dull ſportſmen for ſlecping ſo hens 
„ | | | | right | 


W 


[ 6 | 
Bright Phœbus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of his face» 
Peep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the chace ; 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 


And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his 


ray. | 
Sweet Molly, may teaze you, perhaps, to lie down, 
And, if you refule her, perhaps, ſhe may frown : 
But tell her, that love muſt to hunting give place; 
For, as well as her charms, there are charms in the 
CRACE: --- -: | . | 
Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I ſpy; 
At his bruſh nimbly follows briſk Chanter and Fly; 
They ſeize on their prey; ſee his eye- balls they roll; 
We're in at the death---now let's home to the bowl. 


There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and toaſt to the king, 


From a bumper treſh loyalty ever will ſpring ; 
To George, peace and glory may heaven diſpenſe, 


And foxhunters flouriſh a thouſand years hence. 
LXXXIII. SONG. 


D Acchus, one day, gaily ſtriding 
On his never failing tun, 
Bneaking Aquapotes deriding 
Thus addreſs'd each toping ſon; 
Praiſe the joys that never vary, 
And adore the liquid ſhrine; 
All things noble, bright, and airy 
Are perform'd by gen'rons wine. 
Priſtine heroes crown'd with glory, 
. — their _ riſe to 2 ; | 
omer wrote the flami 
Fir d by my divinity: 
If my influcnce is wantin | 
Muſic's charms but lowly move, . 


N00 you hear, brother ſportſmen, the ſound of | 
Thro? the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, 


Then ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadows and fields 
No paſtime in lite greater happineſs yields 


For ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman } 


To a lovely young ſhepherdeſs crofling the plain ; : 
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Beauty too in vain lies panting, 


Till I fill the ſwain with love. 


If you crave eternal pleaſure, | 
 Mortals! this way — your eyes, | | 


From my ever-flowing treaſure 
Charming ſcenes of bliſs ariſe ; 
Here's the charming, ſoothing bleſling, 
Sole diſpeller of all pain, he 
Gloomy ſouls from care releaſing, 
He, who drinks not, lives in vain. 


LXXXIV. SONG. : . 


| the horn, | 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline ? 15 
For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and, ere it is morn, 
With me the ſweet melody join: 


Nor quit him till panting he lies; 
While hounds, in full cry, thro' hedges ſhall fly, 
And chace the ſwift hare till ſhe dies. 


Both willing and joyous repair ; 


Than chacing the fox and the hare. — 
attend, 1 
No pleaſure like hunting is found, 


For when it is o'er, as briſk as before, 


Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 
LXXXV. SONG. 


ſwain 3 : 


7 


7 
by 


as” ih 


| 


<' 


* — 


1 5 
Why ſo much in haſte ? (now the month it was May) 
Shall I venture to aſk you, fair maiden which way ? 
Then ftraight to this queſtion the nymph did reply, 


With a ſmile in her look and a leer in her eye, 
I came from the village, and homeward I go; 


And now gentle ſhepherd, pray why would you 
know ? | 


I hope, pretty maid, you wont take it amiſs, 

It I tell you the reaſon of aſking you this; | 
I would ſec you ſafe home (the ſwain was in love) 
Of ſuch a companion if you would approve. 
Your offer, kind ſhepherd, is civil I own, 


But I ſee no great danger in going alone ; 


Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free 
For one as another, for you as for me. 
No danger in going alone it is true, 

But yet a companion 1s pleaſanter too : 


And if you would like (now the ſwain he took heart) 
Such a ſweetheart as me, we never would part. 
Oh! that's 2 word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then; 
a 


Pve often heard ſay, there's no minding you men ; 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, *tis true; 

Then leave a young maiden the firſt thing you do. 
Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd ; 


To prove what I ſay, I will make you my bride; 
To morrow the parſon (well ſaid, ade — 


Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain: 
Then what the nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid; : 


The very next morn to be ſure they were wed : 


Ding he diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down ; 


Now when ſhall we ſec ſuch a wedding in town. 
IxXXXVI. SONG. 


| I Have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 


This many and many a year: 
BE And 


li 
1 
i 
| 
ö 


1 
And theſc are three plagues enough, I ſhould th; 
For any poor mortal 2 bear. ih __ 18 
Twas love made me fall into drink, 
| : And brink _ V into debt; 
; 4 * ave i rugs 0 and ſt Pd | p 
I cannot get rid of them yer. * MN 


There's nothing but money can cure me, 
And rid me of all my pains; 
Twill pay all my debts, 

And remove all my lets; 
And my miſtreſs, that cannot endure me, 
Will love me and love me again: 

Then, then P11 fall to my loving and drinking again. 
„„ Len. SONG. 

H'. the hollow woods reſounding 
3 Echo to the hunter's cry; : 
Hark ! how all the vales ſurrounding, 
To his chearing voice reply. 

Now ſo ſwift o'er hills aſpiring, 

He purſues the gay delight ; 
Diſtant woods and vales retiring, 

Seem to vaniſh from his fight. 

Hark ! the hollow woods reſounding 

Echo to the hunter's cry; 8 
Hark! how all the vales ſurrounding 
To his chearing voice reply. 
Flying fill, and ſtill purſuing, 

See the fox, the hounds, the men ; 
Cunning cannot fave from ruin, 
Far from refuge, wood, and den. 

Now they kill him, homeward hie him, 
For a jovial night's repaſt: | 

Thus no ſorrow &er comes nigh them, | 
Health continues to the laſt, | 
| LXXXVII. 


„ 
LXXXVUI. SONG. 


RECITATIVE. 


Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 
A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 


| Whoſe flow'ry banks are form d for ſoft repoſe : 
Thither retir'd from Phcebus ſultry ray, 


And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. , 
Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove: 


He trudg'd along, unknowing what he fought, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought: 


But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd---he ſtar'd ! her lovely form ſurvey'd ; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue. 


| AIR. 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
NM hoſc glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, | 
__ Completes the rural ſcene, | 
— Completes the rural ſcene: 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay d, 
Too lovely Iphigene, | 
Too lovely Iphigene! 


RECITATIVE. 


Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved ha 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear ; 


She wakes and ſarts---poor Cymon trembling ſtauc 
= 


Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
_ Half-raisd, with gentle accent ſhe replies, 


Oh, Cymon ! if 'tis * need not riſe; 


Thy 


NIEAR a * grove, whoſe deep embow ring 
ade 4 » 
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Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again: 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent 1 


But thus with extaſy purſu'd his ſong. 


AIR, 
Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets, down thy neck ; 
Thy love-inſpiring mien, 
Thy love-inſpiring mien; 
Thy iwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene, 
I die for Iphigene. 
| RECITATIVE. 


Amaz d, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 


The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe ; 


She gazes---finds him comely, tall, and trait, 


And thinks he might improve his auk'ard gait ; 


| Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend 
friend : 


At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful 


Thus mighty love could tcach a clown to plead; 


And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 
AIR. 
Love's a pure a ſacred fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſt> defire ; 
Love can rage itſelf control, 
And elevate, and clevate the human ſoul : 
| Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 
Had made our lives of two long date ; 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
Bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
We taſte what angels do abov 
What angels do above. _ 


* e 0 


4 
1 


| 


LXXXIX Song 


The cuckoo, then, on ev'ry tree, 
Mocks married men ; for thus fings he, 
Cuckoo! cuckoo! O word of fear, 


„ 
LXXXIX. SONG. 
SUMMER. 


HEN daiſies py'd, and violets blue, 
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue, 

And lady-ſmocks, all filver white, | 

Do paint the meadows with delight ; 

The * cuckoo, * on e 

Mocks married men; for thus lings he, 

Cuckoo! cuckoo! O word of fear, 


Unpleafing to a married ear. 


When ſhepherds pipe on oaten firaws, 
And merry larks are plowmen's clocks ; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 


And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks; 


Unpleafing to a married ear. 
WinTes. 


When icicles han nag by by the wall, 


And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in 6 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly fings the ſtaring owl ; 
3 tu-whir-tu-whoo, a merry mer 


While cen four: do fuck the war. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw, 
And birds fits brooding in the no 
And Marian's noſe Jooks red and raw : 5 
D 2 Then 


[6 } 

Then roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
And nightly fings the ſtaring owl, 
Tu-whit-tu-whoo, a merry merry note, 
While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


XC. SONG. 
| O Nancy, wilt thou go with me, 


5 Nor tigh to leave the flaunting town : 
Can ſilent glens have charms for thee, 


The lowly cot and ruſſet gown ? 
No longer dreſs in ſilken ſheen, 

No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 
Say, canſt thou quit each courtly ſcene, 


Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? - 


O Nancy! when thou'rt far away, 
Wilt thou not caſt a with behind ? 
Say, canſt thou face the parching ray, 

or ſhrink before the wintry wind ? 
O can that ſoft and gentle mien 
Extremes of hardſhip learn to bear, 
Nor, ſad, regret each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wort faireſt of the fair? 


O Nancy! canſt thou love ſo true, 
Ihro' perils keen with me to go, 
Or, when thy ſwain miſhap mall rue, 
To ſhare with him the pang of woe? 
Say, ſhould diſeaſe or pain befal, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care, 
Nor wiſtful thoſe gay ſcenes recal 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 
Ard when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ftrugglin 
And cheer with ſmiles the be 


4 death r 


And 


And wilt thou o'er his breathleſs clay 


Strew flowers, and drop thy tender tear ; 


Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 
Where thuu wert faireſt of the fair ? 


XCI. SONG. 


HE ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring, 
| T _ _ — birds 45 

nd, while they warble on each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay: 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, | 
Like them improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 
Among the birks of Endermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 

And age, life's winter, will appear: 
At this thy living bloom will fade, 
As that will ftrip the verdant ſhade : 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
'The — ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Endermay. 


Behold the hills and vales around 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
'The wanton kids and friſky lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dams ; 
The buſy bee, with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice: 
Let us, like them, then fing and play 
About the birks of Endermay. $ 


XCII. SONG. 


1 ME, come, my jolly lads, 
Co Th winds 3 
3 


„ 
Briſk pales our ſails ſhall crowd; 
Come buſtle, buſtle, buſtle boys: 
Faul the boat, 
The boatſwain — — 

The — by unmoor” 


All hands on moo py 

The riling gale | 

Fills ev'ry all ; | 

The ſhip's well mann'd and ſtor d. 

Then fling the flowing bowl, 
Fond hopes ariſe; 

The girls we prize 

Shall bleſs each Joviel ſoul: 
The can, boys, bring, 
We'll drink and fing, 

While faaming billows roll. 


Tho? to the Spaniſh coaſt 
We're bound to ſteer, 

We'll till our rights maintain; 
Then bear a hand, be Ready, Ko 
Old 2 os be ſee 

ngland once again: 
From ſhore to ſhore 
While cannons roar, 
Our tars ſhall ſhew 
The haughty foe, 
Britannia rules the main. 


Then ſling the — bowl, Kc. 
XclII. SONG. 


Ovꝰs the time for mirth and glee, 
Sing, and 1 2 laugh with me; 


Cupid is my theme of 


Tis his ** 8 fame = glory, 


How 


4© 
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„ 
How all yield unto his law 
Ha ! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 


_ Ofer the grave, and o'er the gay, 


Cupid takes his ſhare of play : 

He makes heroes quit their glory : 

He's the god moſt fam'd in ftory; 
Bending them unto his law ! 
Ha! ha! &c. | | 

= the urchin deals his darts, 
ithout pity---piercing hearts: 

Cupid triumphs over paſhons, 

Not regarding modes or faſhions. 

Firmly fix'd is Cupid's law! 
Ha! ha! &c. 


Some may think theſe lines not true, 
But they're facts -- twixt me and you: 


Then, ye maids and men, be wary, 
How you meet before ye marry : 
Cupid's will is ſolely law! 
Ha! ha! &. | 


= XCIV. SONG. 
G angels now protect 


Send to me the ſwain I love; 
. cy with thy bow direct me, 


elp me, all ye pow'rs above. 
Bear him my fighs, ye gentle breezes, 
Tell him I love and I deſpair; 
| Tell him, for him I grieve, 
Say tis for him I live; 
O may the ſhepherd be ſincere! 


: Thro' the ſhady groves TIl wander, 
| _—_ 
1 5 * 


Near 


[ % ] 


Near the brink of yonder fountain 
Firſt Leander bleſs'd my fight; 
Witneſs, ye groves and falls ot water, 
Echoes. repeat the vows he {wore : 
Can he forget me, 
Will he negle@ me, 
Shall 1 never ſce him more 


Does he love and yet forſake me, 
To admire a nyymph more fair? 
II ris fo, P11 wear the willow, 
And efteem the hap 1 
Some lonely cave III make my ne 
| Ne'er more the cares of life 3 
The lark and philomel 
Only ſhall hear me tell 
Wh — me bid the wedls © adieu. 


XCV. SONG. 


He hark! the joy-inſpiring horn 

Salutes the roſy riſin a 

And echoes thro? the d 
With clam'rovs peals the hills reſound, 


The hounds quick ſcented ſcow'r the ground, 


And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 


Nor © es nor hedges can impede 
The briſk, high-mettl'd, ſtarting led, 
ie jovial pack purſue ; 

Like light'ning darting o'er the plains, 
The diſtant hills with ſpeed he Leins, 
And ſees the game in view. 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, 


And to the copfe for ſhelter makes, 


There pants a while for breath; 


When 


„ 

When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 
Her haunts deſcry'd, het _ is near, 
She ſees approachin 

Directed by the well- Im breeze, | 
The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 
She faints, the falls, ſhe dies: 
The diſtant courſers now come in, 
And join the loud triumphant din,. 

1 1 


XCVI. SONG. 


lower the wy ſails of . fo free,. 
The dons and monſieurs had ; 
To beat us on ſhore and defeat us pop 1 
They ſwore they were ſure to ſucceed: 
But the genius of Britain ſet Rodney . 
That terror of France and of Spain, 
And their admirals took, and the navy he ſmore, 
And ſwept the proud foe from the —_— 


Thus defeated at ſea, to old apt ar y repair, 
And to ftorm it they fierce] | 
| But our brave Salamander, bold Eli glow'd there, 
Mid thunder, ſmoke, ſul — and 
No arts to remove that tough Britain avail, 
Oh! he play'd them ſo ſmart from above, 
Like the Titans hurl'd head-long who dar'd to aſſail, 
The ftar-curled towers of Jove. 


Bur the wonderfulwonder on which they tended 
Was their fam'd floating batt'ries ſo rare; 


vet on thoſe Britiſh thunder red-hot ſoon deſcended 
And blew them all up in the air: = 


1 


1 22 1 
And while Crillon's fam'd duke, and bloed-royal 


of France, 
Mourn'd on ſhore their diſgraces in vain, 
Howe chas'd from the oceantheir ſicetsin commotion 


And Old England's game cock crow'd amain. 


All Europe, well pleas'd, laugh'd to hear of the news 
How a few honeſt Britons confin'd, 


Far from — on a rock, had repeibd the dread 


ſhoc 
Of the — force of Bourbon combin'd: 
Thus a 1 to brave Elliot, Boyd, Curtis, and 
owe 
Still may Gib Britain's ſtandard diſplay ; 
Tis a thorn in Spain's fide, tis Britannia's chief 


pride, 
And muſt never be batter'd away. 
XCVIL. 8 0 N G. 


Tern winter has left us, the trees are in bloom, 
And cowſlips and vi lets the meadows 4 ; 
While kids are diſ porting, and birds fill ſpray, 
A 


I wait for my — to hail the new May, 
Iwait for my key to hail the new May. 
Hs. 


Among the young liliies, my Jenny, I've firay'd ; 
Among the your iter, my K and ven to my maid ; 
Here's thyme ſweetly ſmelling, 2 Mar ender gay, 
A poly to form for my queen of 
* poly y to form, &c. R 
SHE 


( 83 ] 
SHE. 
Ah! 1 1 fear en IM 


When — with Molly laſt night on a ſtile, 
Vou ſwore that you'd love her for ever and ay, 


Forgetting poor — your queen of the May, 
F — poor Jenny, 4 


Young Willy is 1 in 
He gave you thoſe ribbands th at hang ang tour pan | 
Befides three ſweet kiſſes upon the _— hay: 

Was that done like Jenny, my queen = Gs May, 
Was that done like Jenny, &c. 
ä 

| This garland of roſes no lo 

Since Jockey, falſe hearted, a es: : 
Ye flowers, ſo — chis i t . 
For enny, s no — de queen of the May, 
For Jenny's no longer, &c. 


HE. 


Believe me, dear maiden, your lover you wrong ; 
Your name is forever the theme of my ſong : 

From the dews of pale eve to the dawning of day, 
I fing but of — my queen of the May, | 
I 7 but of Jenny, &c 


SHE. 
Again n baer comfort with tranſport I view; 

Ap fears are all I d fince Jockey is true: 
Then to our now ſhepherds the news TIl convey, 


That Jenny alone you've crown'd queen of the May, 
That Jenny, &c. 
Hs. 


Of BY IR degree ve young lovers draw near ; 'S 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, 2 er may appear 3 3 NG 


” - — „ „„ — —— — 
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| Believe not your eyes, if your peace they'd betray : 
Then come, my dear jenny, and hail the new May, 


Then come, &c. 


Born. 
Ot er'ry degree, ye young lovers, draw near; 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'cr may appear; 
Believe not your eyes, it your peace they'd betray: 
"Then come my dear Jockey, and hai! the new May, 
Then come my dear Jenny, and hail the new May. 


XCVIII. SONG. 


CNN plcafure's {mocth wings, how old time ſeals 


_awa 


And love's fatal ne leads the ſhepherd aftray ! 


My days, O ye ſwains! were 2 round of delight, 
From the cool of the morn to the ſtillneſs of night : 
No care found a place in my cottage and breaſt ; 
But health and content all the year was my gueſt. 


iwas then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare, 
With voice or with feature, with drels or with air: 
So kindly young Cupid had pointed the dart, 


Tau 1 gather'd the ſwerts, but I miſs'd of the 


imart: 


I yd for a while, then I rov's like a bee; 
Bat Hill all my ſong was, Tl ever be free.“ 


*T was then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield: 

It I fray'd thro the garden, or travers'd the field, 
Jen thouſand gay ſcenes were difplay'd to my fight: 
If rhe nightingale ſang, I could liften all night ; 
With my reed 1 could pipe to the tune of the ſtream, 


And wake to new life with a repturous dream. 


But now, fince for Hebe in ſecret I figh _ 
Alas i what a change! and how wretched am I! 


Adicu 


0: WJ 

Adieu to the ckarms of the valley and glade ; 
Their ſweets now all ficken, their colours all fade; 
No muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's ſtrain, 
And the brook o'ec the pebbles now murmurs in 

vain. | 
They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee; 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me- 
Then teach me, bright Venus, perſuaſion's ſoit art, 
Or aid me, by reaſon, to ranſom my heart; 
To crown my defire, or to baniſh my pain, 
Give love to the nymph, or give eaſe to the ſwain. 


XCIX. Sang at Vauxhall. 


Sawucy, why leav'ſ thou Nelly to mourn? 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me 

When naething can pleaſe me ; 

Now dowie I figh on the banks of the burn, 

Or thro' the wood, laddie, until thou return. 
Tho' woods now are bonny, and morning are clcar, 

| Wnile lav'rocks are ſinging, 
| And primroſes ſpringing, 
Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 

When thro? the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 
That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 

I'm faſl'd wi' their ſcorning, 

Baith ev'ning and morning, | 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When thro' the wood, laddie, I wander myſell. 

Then ſtay, my dear Sawney, nac longer away, 

8 ut quick as an arrow, | | 
| Haſke here io thy marrow, 

Whar's living in langour, till that happy day, 

When thro' the wocd, laddic, we'i! dance, fing, 

and play, 
Et G 


TT —̃ Cee — — — 
- - — a . ——— 


1 
C. Sung in the Duenna. 
O0 The days when I was young! 
When I laugh'd in fortune's ſpite, 


Talk'd of love the whole day long, 
And with neRar crown'd the night. 


Then it was old father Care, 


Little reck'd I of thy frown; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reft a bumper drown. 

O the days, &c. | x 
Truth, they ſay, lies in a well, 
Why, I vow I ne'er could ſee---- 
Let the water-drinkers tell, 


There it always lay for me: 


For when the ſparkling wine went round, 
Never ſaw I falſhood's maſk; 


Zut ſtill honeſt truth I found 


In the bottom of each flaſk. 


O the days, &c· 


True, at length my vigours flown, 
I have years to bring decay; 


Few the locks that now I own, 


And the few I have are grey! 


O the days, &c. 


Yet, old Jerome, thou may'ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire, 
Still beneath thy age's froſt 
Glos a ſpark of youthful fire. 


i O the days, &c. 


CI. Sung in the Poſitive Man. 


8 Poll of Plymouth was my dear; 


When forc'd from her to go, 


4 
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Dorn her cheeks rain'd many a tear, 
My heart was fraught with woe; 
Our anchor weigh'd, for ſea we ſtood, 
The land we left behind; | 
Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood, 
My fighs increas'd the wind. | 


We plow'd the deep, and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide; | 
For five long years I had not ſeen 
My ſweet, my bonny bride ; 
That time I ſail'd the world around, 
All for my true love's ſake ; x 
But preſs'd as we were homeward bound, 
I thought my heart would break. 


The preſs-gang bold I aſk in vain 

Io let me once on ſhore; | 
I long'd to ſee my Poll again, 
But ſaw my Poll no more. 

And have they torn my love away ! 
And is he gone! ſhe cried. 2 
My Polly, ſweeteſt flower of May! 

She languiſh'd, droop'd and died. 


CUI. Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


Weet Echo, ſweeteſt nymph! that liv'ſt unſeen 
Within thy airy cell, | | 
By fl meander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 
Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her ſad fong mourneth well; 
Gan thou not tell me of a gentle pair 


o! 
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O! if you have 
_ Kid them in ſome flow'ry cave, 
= Tell me my _ PO * 
veet queen ot parley, daughter 1pnere ; 
So may'ſt thou be tranſſated to the ſkies, 
And give reſounding grace to all heav'n's harmo- 
nies. 
CI. SONG. 
7 Hat's this to me] or me! or me 
We tempt not life — ſea, 
Upon the ſummer wave we ride, 
W.ith gentle gale and flowing tide ; 
We heed no Dolphins as they play, 
We hear no Syrens in our way, 
We mind our voyage look for land, 
{ Our veſſel minds not rock nor ſand. 


CIV. SONG. © 
$97 give us a Catch and give it us free, 
: I fancy you never will Catch one of me, 

Nay, good Mr. Petulant, pray do you ſcold, 

Td give you a Catch, if I had'nt caught cold 

All fingers can form an excuſe very pat, 

Aye, aye, there's no fear, but _ -atch him at that; 

Plague on't do you think that Pl yi 

Nay faith jf you ſwear you will never Catch Fiſh. 

CV. Sang at Vauxhall. - 
JT) HO ! pox o' this nonſenſe, I pr'ythee give o'er, 
LK And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more; 
| Their face, and their air, and their mein, what a 
=: rout! 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about, 
Here's to thee, my lad. puſh the bottle about. 


eld to your wiſn, 


| 


( 8 J 

Let finical fops play the fool and the ape, 
They dare not confide in the juice of he grape; 
But we honeſt tellows---'{death! who'd ever thi 
Of puling for love, while he's able to drink? 
Ot puling, &c. | | 

Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows, 
Our joys it encreaſes, and lightens our woes; 
Remember what topers of old us'd to ſing, 
The man that is drunk is as great as a king. 
The man, &c. 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks, 


Anacreon's Caſes, iee page twenty-fix ; 
The precedent's glorious, and juſt, by my ſoul ; 


Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl. 
Lay hold, &c. 


What's life, but a frolic, a ſong, and a laugh? 


My toaſt ſhall be this, while I've liquor to quaff, 


May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound, 

Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round, 

Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 
CVI. Sung in the Chaplet. 

Uſh about the briſk bowl, twill enliven the heart 
While thus we fit round on the graſs: 
The lover, who talks of his ſuff rings and ſmart, 

Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Deſerves, &c. . | 
The wretch who fits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, : 
Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 6 | 
Deſerves, &c. | 


The beau, who, ſo ſmart with his well-powder'd 


An angel beholds in his glaſs, {hair, 
And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
Doeſerves, &c. . | 


1 


| The ä from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Crœſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; 
And ort, while he's wand'ring, my my at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the aſs, 


Claps the n &c. 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 


With Yeu? wg well fronted with braſs, 
ts - pgs fee; 


Tho he talks to no purpoſe, he pocke 
There you, my good friend, are an 
There you, &c. | 


The formal phyſician, who knows ew ry ill, 
Shall at laſt be produc'd in this claſs ; 
The fick man at laſt may confide in his Ell, 


Bat death proves the doctor an als, 
But death, &c. 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 


By turns take our bottle and laſs; 


For he who his pleaſure puts off for a 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


CVII. SONG. 


Gays 


8 I have loſt my love, 


my _ = Anna? 
Pride of by a grove 
UD pon the Bu op Banna. 
I for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty mountain ; 


Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
Greenwood ade. wy fountain. 


Never ſhall T ſee them more, 
Vntil her returning; 
All the joys of life are o' er, 


From g — 5 chang' d to mourning. 


ther 
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Whither is my charmer flown ; 
Shepherds, tell me whither ? | 
Ah! woe for me, perhaps ſhe's gone 
For ever, and for ever. 


Cum. Sung in the Waterman. 
A ND did you not hear of a jolly young water- 
| man,; | 
Who at Black-friars bridge us'd for to ply ? 
He feather'd his oars with ſuch ſkill and dexterity, 
Winning each heart, and — h eye: 
He look'd ſo neat, and row'd ſo ſteadily, 


The maidens all lock d in his boat ſo readily ; 
And heey'd the young rogues with ſo charming an 


air, 
That this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


What fights of fine folks he oft row'd in his werry 
'Twas clean'd out ſo neat, and ſo painted withal ! 


He was always firſt oars, when the fine city ladies, 


In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall, 
And oftimes wou'd they be giggling and leering, 
But *twas all one to Tom, their gibing and jeering ; 
For loving, or liking, he little Ta care, 

For this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


And yet, but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen; 
As he row'd along, thinking o — 4 at all, 
He was ply'd by a damſel ſo lovely and charming, 

That of 1 i'd, and ſo ſtraightway in love he did 

And would this young damſel but baniſh his ſorrow, 
He'd wed her = Ay before it was morrow: 
And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 
When he's marry'd, and never in want of a fare ? 


CIX. 


— — — 
Mc — — 
— _ f — «„ * 
* 


. 
CIX. Sung in the Quaker. 
W. the lads of the village ſnall merrily ah! 


Sound the tabors, III — thee . ; 
And I ſay unto thee, that verily, ah! 


Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. 
While the lads, &c. | 
Juſt * when the ſwain who laſt year won the 
ow'r, 


With his mates ſhall the ſpo rts have begun, 


When 1 voice of lade reſound from each 


And thou long '& in thy heart to make one. 
While he lads, &c. 


Thoſe Joys s which are harmleſs, what mortal can 


lame? 


Tis my maxim, that youth ſhould be free; 


And to prove that my words and my deeds are the 


ſame, 
Believe me, thoubt preſently ſee. 
| While the lads, &c. | 


Cx. SONG. 


I AM r marry *d, and happy; with wonder hear this, 


Ye roves, and rakes of the age ; 
Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 
And whom only looſe pleaſures engage : 


You may laugh, but beleive me you're all in the 


When you merrily marriage deride; [wrong, 
For to marriage the permament pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 
The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive ; never fincere; 
Oft ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 
aterrup: ded by doubts and by fear: = 
ut 


WH 

But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 

Is from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection retin'd, 

And to life's lateſt hour will endure. 

The love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that name, 

True love is with ſentiment join'd ; | 

But yours is a paſſion, a feveriſh flame, 

ERais'd without the conſent of the mind. 

When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 

With this and with that ye are cloy'd ; 

Ye are led, and miſled, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 

And are oft by that fire deftroy'd. - 

If you aſk me, from whence my felicity flows? 
My anfwer is ſhort, - From a wife; 

Who = I, ſenſe, and good-nature, I 

choſe, 
Which are beauties that charm us for life.” 

To make home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 

4 2 2 ou. 1 to — VER 180 
nd we find ourſelves happy from morning to nigh 
By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe. ” 

CXI. Sung in the Gentle Shepherd. 

2 faid to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou do't ? 

Ne'er a whit, quoth Jenny, for my fortune good, 
For my fortune good, I winna marry thee, 
E'en's ye like, quoth Jockey, ye may let me be. 

I ha'e gold and gear, I ha'e land enough, 

I ha'e ſeven good oxen ganging in a pleugh, 

Ganging in a pleugh, and wand'ring o'er the lee; 

And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be 

Tue ain geud houſe and barn, and eke a bire, 

A pea-ſtack fore my door will make a ranting fire; 

F'ic make a ranting fire, and merry we will be, 
And gin you will not ha'e me, ye may let = be. 
1 enny 


E 
enny ſaid to Jockey, gin ye winna tell, 
e ſnall be c lad, Pf be the laſs pers „ 
Ve' re a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 
Ye're welcomer to tak me than to let me be. 


FE 
M* banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 


Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 7 
And my hills are white over with ſhcep : 

I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 

Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all bordered with moſs, 
Where tne hare-bells and violets grow, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


IT have found out a gift for my fair, 
I found were the wood-pigeons breed ; 
But let me that plunder forbear, 
She'll ſay *twas a barb'rous deed : 
For he ne'er could be true ſhe averr'd, 
1 Who could rob a poor bird of Its young : 
I lov'd her the more when I heard | 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 
Such tenderneſs, &c. | 


But where does my Phillida ftray ? 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, | 
And the ſhepherds as gentle, as ours ?. 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the vallies as fine ; 
The ſwain may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


CXIII. 


„ l + 


S . : + 


[9] 
| CXIII. SONG. 
WH Phcebus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn 


When the antling ſtag is rouz'd with the ſound, 


Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 


And thinks he has left us behind on the plain : 


But ſtill we purſue, and come in view of the glo- 
rious game. i 


O ſee how he rears up his head 


And, winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed : 


But, ok! tis in vain, tis in vain that, he flies, 


That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the 


cries ; 

For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 

And he 8 well- ſcented hounds ſurrounded 
es. | Eo 


CXIV. SONG. 

HE other day as I walk'd in the park, 

| The gentry were dreſt very ſine, 

They all went away at the noon time of day, 
And at different taverns to dine. 


The nobles to the king's head will go, 


The gentry to the ſign of the crown, 
The merchant you know to golden fleece will go, 
And away to the plough runs the clown. 
The cle n will dine at the mitre, 
The ſoldier at the ſign of the gun, | 


The lawyer you know to the devil he will go, 


And the friar to the fign of the nun. 


| The player at the ſhakeſpear will dine, 


The ſailor at the anchor and can, | 
The huntſman you know to the hound he will go, 
And he matt the tan of the rom... C 


„ 
The drover at the ſavage may be found, 
Which humanity has mark with much ſcorn, 
The butcher you know te black bull will go, 
And the cuckold to the fign of the horn. 


The Iriſhman will dine on potatoes, | 
„The Welſhman on hur toaſted cheeſe, 

The Scotchman you know to his croudy will go, 
And the Engliſhman to pudding and beef. 


This is every man in his ſtation, 

Go eaſt, weſt, north, or ſouth, | 
And he that has got no money in his purſe, 
He may dine at the ſign of the mouth. 


CXV. SON G. 


hs gentle gales that fan the air, 
And wanton in the ſhady grove, 
Oh ! whiſper to my abſent fair, 
My ſecret pain and endleſs love. 


When at the ſultry heat of day 
She'll ſeek ſome ſhady cool retreat, 
Throw ſpicy odours in her way, 
And ſcatter roſes at her feet. 


And when ſhe ſees their colours fade, 

And all their pride neglected lie, 
Let that inſtruct the charming maid, 

That ſweets, not gather'd timely, die. 


And when ſhe lays her down to reſt, 
Let ſome auſpicious virgin ſhow 
Who 'tis that loves Camilla beſt, 
And what for her Pd undergo, 


CXVI. 


— - 


[ BY 2h 
CXV. Sung in the Caſtle of Andaluſia. 


W graces 
The thoughts of a lover 
Invited, expected, and ſigh'd for occaſion, 
Sweet faces 5 
TY Freſh ſweetneſs diſcover ; TY, 
Our eyes then are diamonds, our cheeks are car- 


nation, | 


Thoſe glances ſtealing, 
Fond bluches venting, 
ing 


Sage prudence concealing 
| 1 The wiſh of our hearts . 
ut when once we gain 
In love's link we 125 him, 
Now pleaſing, 
Now teazing, 
In giddy flirtation. 
5 CXVI SONG. | 
ED. maintains, 
And her Veterans conquer in far diſtant plains, 
On the brave Volunteer equal glory attends, 
Who protects from invaſion his country and friends. 
A firm band ſee advance, who, with ardour, declare 
In our country's defence ev'ry Briton ſhou'd ſhare: 
Then 2 let us arm, now the danger draws 
-" - a | _ 
And — + our courage, for ſafety, rely. 
Let us think on the battles our anceſtors won; | 
Deeds heroic as their's, by their ſons may be done ; 
For our ſwords are as keen,---we're as for fame 


Da. Ca. 


And we'll prove that their valour deſcends with their 
name. 


:S The 


9 .. 


( 98 ) 
Tho' unus'd to the field, yet for action we glow; 
And experience we'll gain by defeating the foc ; 
For can numbers the ſpirit of Britons c'er bend? 
Or, the ſlaves of oppreſſion with freemen contend? 
Then let F rance, Spain, and Holland their vaunting 
| give oer, 3 3 
Loet their legions appear on our oft threaten'd ſhore, 
Like our own native Rocks, ſtill unmov'd we'll re- 
main: 
And defy the herce ſtorm that aſſails us in vain. 
And when Britons unborn ſhall be told of our zcal» 
Our example they copy, our ardour they feel: 
Still Britannia ſhall boaſt of her freedom and fame, 
And her foes, while they envy, ſhall honour her 
name. 5 „„ 


Cx vil. Surg in the Caſtle of Andalufia 


H, ſolitude, take my diſtreſs, | 
| For my griefs I'll unboſom to thee; 
Each figh thou canſt gently repreſs, 

And thy filence is muſic to me. 


Vet peace from my ſonnet may ſpring, 

For ſweet peace, let me fly the gay throng ; 

To ſoften my ſorrows I fing, | 
Yet ſorrow's the theme of my ſong. 


CXVIII. Surg in the Caſtle of Andaluſia. 


* 


Ike my dear ſwain, no 2 you'd ſee 
IL So blithe, ſo gay, ſo full of glee, 
In all our village,---who but he, 
To foot it up ſo featly ? | 
His lute to hear, 
From far and near 
Each female came, „ 
Both girl and dame, And 


ng; 


And 


(03 
And all his boon, 
For every tune, 
To ki.s 'em round ſo ſw eetly. 


While round him in the jocund rin 
We nimbly danc'd, he'd play or . ; 
Of May the youth was choſen King, 

He caught our ears ſo neatly. 
Such muſic rare 
In his guitar, 
But touch his lute, 
The crowd was mute; 
His only boon 
For ev'ry tune, 
To kiſs em round ſo ſweetly. 


CXIX. SON G. 


HE lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſoure and unco ſawcy ; 
Sac proud, they never can be kind, 

Like my good-humour'd highland laſhe. 
O my bonny, bonny highland laſſie, 
„My hearty ſmiling highland laſſie, 

% May never care make thee leſs fair, 
«© But bloom of youth ſtill bleſs my laſſie. 


Than ony laſs in burrow's-town, 


What mak' their cheeks with patches mottie, 


| Td tak” my Katty but a gown, 


Bare-footed in her little coatie, 
| O my ans &c. 


7 8 the brier, or brecken buſh, 


Whenc'er I kiſs and court my dawtie; 


Happy and blyth, as ane wad wiſh, 


My flizhteren heart gangs pittie pattie. 
O my bonny, &c. 
E 2 O'er 


( cow ) Ass 


O'er higheſt hethery hills T11 ten, IF * 
Wich cockit gun and raches tenty, _ 
To drive the deer out of their den, 
To feaſt my laſs on diſhes dainty. 
O my bonny, &c. 


There's nane ſhall dare, by deed or word, 
Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 
While I can wield my ak ſword, 
Or frac my fide whiſk out a whinger. 
1 | O my bonny, &c. 
The mountains clad with purple bloom, 
And berries ripe, invite my treaſure 
To range with me, let great fowk gloom, | 
While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure. 
TY 3 O my bonny, &c. 
CXX. Sung in the Caſtle of Andaluſia. 
Ame Nature in forming a creature ſo fair, 
Each — — then cull'd the moſt rare; 
Two bright conſtellations ſhe caught for her eyes, 
A ſtation ſo bleſt, can they wiſh for their ſkies ? 
The gale lends its ſweets, as from Paphos it blows, 
The ſnow-drop its whiteneſs, its bluſhes the roſe, 
Bright Venus, her hair, as from ocean ſhe ſprung, 
Sage Pallas, the accents that fell from her tongue; 
Tho' Nature, in forming this creature ſo fair, 
Each beauty ſelected, and cull'd the moſt rare; 
Yet Fortune, her oy, ſevere and unkind, 
Is unjuſt to her worth, to her beauty is blind. 


CXXI. Surg in Roſina. 


HEN the roſy morn appearing 
w Paints with gold 4, verdant lawn, 
Bees, on banks of thyme diſporting, 
Sip the ſweets, and hail the dawn. 


See, 


( 11 ) 
See warbling birds, the day proclaiming, 


Carol ſweet the lively ſtrain ; 


They forſake their leafy dwelling, 


To ſecure the golden grain. 


See, content, the humble gleaner 


T ake the ſcatter'd cars that fall! 5 
Nature, all her children viewing, 
Kindly bounteous, cares for all. 


CXXII. Sung in the Caſtle of Andaluſia. 
1 Have a lover of my own, 
| So kind and true is he; 
As true, I love but him alone, 
And he loves none but me. 


I boaſt not of his velvet down, 
Or cheeks of roſy hue, | 
His ſpicy breath, his ringlets brown, 
I prize the heart that's true. 
So to all elſe I muſt ſay nay ; 
They only fret and teaze: 
Dear youth, *tis you alone---that may 
Come, court me when you pleaſe. 
I play'd my love a thouſand tricks, 
In ſeeming coy and ſhy; 
Twas only, ere my heart I'd fix, 
I thought his love to try. 
So to all elſe I muſt ſay nay; 
They only fret and teaze: | 
Dear youth, *tis you alone, that may 
Come, court me when you pleaſe. 


.CXXII SONG. 


1 in that ſeaſon of the year, 
When all things gay and ſweet appear, - 
Wet | "8 | That 


( 102 ) 


T hat Colin, with the morning ray, 
Aroſe and ſung his rural lay; | 
Of Nanny's cnarms the ſhepherd ſung, 
The hiils and dales with Nanny rung, 
While Roſlia caitle heard the twain, 
And ccho'd back the chearful ſtrain. 
Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring, 
With rapture warms, awake and ſing; 
Awake, and jon the vocal throng, 
And hail the morning with a ſong; 
To Nanny raiſe the cheartul lay, 
O bid her hiſte and come away; 
In ſweeteſt imiles herſelf adoru, 
And add new graces to the morn. 


O hark, my love, on every ſpray 
Fach feather'd warbler tunes hv3 . 
T'is beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting iong ; 
Then let my raviſh'd notes ariſe, 


For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 


And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarms. 


O come, my love, thy Colin's lay, 

With rapture calls, O come away: ꝛ: 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine, 

Around that modeſt brow of thine : 1 

O hither haſte and with thee bring, 

That beauty blooming like the ſpring, 

Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 

And charm this raviſh'd heart of mine. 


CXXIV. Sung in the Caſtle of Andaluſia. 
EY for a laſs and a bottle to cheer, 
And a thumping bantling every year; 
With ſkin as white as ſnow, | 3 
And hair as brown as a berry: With. 


LT 
With eyes as black as a floe, 
Ara lips as red as a cherry. 


Sing rory, tory, 
ancing, prancing, 
Laugh and lay down 1s the play. 
e' fondle together, 
To keep out the weather, 
And kiſs the cold winter away. 


Laugh while you live, 
For as live is a jeſt, 
Who laughs the molt, 
Is ſure to life beſt. 
When I was not ſo old, 
I frolick'd among the miſſes ; 


And when they thought me too bold, 


I ſtop'd their mouths with kiſſes. 
Bing rory, tory, &c. 


CXXV. Sung in the Carnival of Venice, 


| T* my pleaſant native plains, | | 
Wing'd with bliſs each moment flew ; 
Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, 
Simple as the joys I knew; 
ocund morn and evening gay 


Claim'd the merry roundelay. 


Fields and flocks, and fragrar:t flow'rs, 

All that health and joy impart; 

Call'd for artleſs muſic's pow'rs, 
Faithful echoes to the heart ! 

Happy hours, for ever gay, 

Claim'd the merry roundelay. 


But the breath of genial f. ring : 
Wak'd the warblers - the grove : 


CE 8. 9 
Who, ſweet birds, that heard you fin 

Would not join the ſong of hve? ” 
Your ſweet notes and chaunting gay 


Claim'd the merry roundelay. 
CXXVI. Sung in the Caftle of Andaluſia. 
| A Soldier I am for a lady, 
What beau was ere arm'd compleater ? 
5 When face to face, | 
Her chamber the place, 
Pm able and willing to meet her. 
_  Gad's curſe my dear laſſes, I'm ready 
To give ye all ſatisfaftion; 


I am the man 
For the crack of your fan 7 
Tho' I die at your feet in the action. 
Four bobbins may beat up a row-dow-dow, 
Your lap-dog may out with his bow-wow-wow, 
The challenge in love, LED, 
I take up the glove, | 5 
Tho' I die at your feet in the action. 
no CXXVII. SONG. 
: 1 charms poor Damon took; 
How eager he for billing! 
When, lo! the nymph the ſwain forſook, 
To ſhew her pow'r of killing : 
In either eye ſhe ſheath'd a dart ; 
He felt it, never doubt him: 
Odzooks ! a man were through the heart, 
Ere he could look about him. | 


Zut mark the end---with ſcythe ſo ſharp 
Time o'er the forehead ſtruck her; 
And all her charms began to warp--- 
Then ſhe was in a pucker : | 


She 


And ſhe ſaid to herſelf- - (but the hint was from 


( 105 ) 
She then began to rave and curſe, 
| Her time the'd paſs no better 
Vet ſtill had hopes, ere bad grew wort, 
Some comely ſwain might get her. 
Philira, ev'ry lad ſhe meets, | 
Now makes an amorous trial; . 
But each with ſcorn her warmneſs treats ; 
Each irowns in cold denial. | 
Coquettes, take warning, change your tune, 
This woetul caſe remember : | 
The. bedfellow you ſlight in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December. 


_CXXVII. SONG. 7 
I IKEawood-nymph in form, and Diana in mind 
To rural delights lovely Daphne inclin'd: 
Sequeſter'd from man, from the gay and polite, 
Groves, fountains, and meadows could only invite : 
How ftrange, that a virgin ſo model'd for love 
Should thus frown averſe, and its joys dilapprove, 
And vow ſhe would never be married ! 
When Sol drove his chariot thro' morn's golden gate, 
Or, when, clad in purple, the ſun fat in ſtate; 
With exerciſe grac'd, {he'd aſcend the tall hill, 
And looking a goddeſs, trace nature's vaſt ſkill 
By innocence guarded, contended and free, 
Then homeward ſhe'd ſing, O how happy are we 
That never, that never were . 1 : 
But once as the charmer her pleaſure began, 
A ſatyr in mind, though in form *twas a man, 
82 her alone - and began to be rude, | 
Till Strephon advanc'd, and the monſter ſubdu'd 
Her guardian at leaſt muſt her gratitude move, 
love 
Methinks, I could like to be married. 


= 29. Then 
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Then Strephon who lov'd the der; ereature beflre, 
His paſſion avow'd.---Could the bc, erd do more ? 
Yes he could and he 01d---but nt: you will fay: 
Why, he led her to church---and not led her aftray. 


Now friendſhip and love all their pleaſures prolong, 


She ſings like a wood-Jark, and this is her ſong, 


I'm glad to my heart that I'm married. 


CXXIX. Sung in the Caſtle of Andaluſia. 
ik muſk-rofſe blooms in thorns and tears, 
Yet queen of all the garden reigns ; 
While Pheebe in a cloud appears | 
Her virgin luſtre ſhe retains. 
{ſt toes or cruel friends unkind, 
A thought conſoles each deep diſtreſs, 
Tat conſcious rectitude of mind, 
In fortune's frown has power to bleſs. 
For ſweets, the tulip proud and cay 
Unto the humble violet yields, 
And Philomel ſequeliter'd lay — 
Tranſcends the chorus of the fields. 


Ii foes, &c. | 
Cxxx. SONG. 3 
HERE once was 2 man you may think it un- 


| ..... COMMON, -- 
Bur, if he ſaid true, he was born of a woman; 


And. though its ſcarce credible, yet Pre been told 


He was once a mere inſant but age made him old. 
Derry down, &c. 
Whenc'er he was :ungry he call'd for ſome meat, 
And when he could get it you're ſure he would cat: 
When thirſty he'd drink if vou'd give Eim a pot, 
4nd his la quor moſt commoznl;y ran down his throat. 
1 95 Derry down, &c. 


„ 
His face was the queereſt that ever was ſeen, 
For, if 'twas not waſh'd, it was ſeldom quite clean; 


He ſhew'd moſt of his teeth when he laugh'd or did 


grim, | | 
”or his mouth ſtood acroſs *twixt his noſe and his 
chin. | Derry down, &c. 
'Tis 1 his tongue always mov'd when he 
talk'd, | . | 
And he _ both his arms and his legs when he 
walk'd, 
But his gait was ſo odd had you ſeen him you'd burſt, 
For one leg or other wou'd — be firſt. 
3 1775 erry down, &c. 
He ſeldom or never could ſee without light, 
Yet I'm told he could hear very well in the night; 
But he fell faſt aſleep as he lay in his bed, | 
Yet has oft been awake in the morning tis ſaid. 
| Derry down, &c. 
When this comical chap had a river to paſs, 
If he could not get over he ftaid where he was: 
And tho' he did ſeldom &er quit the dry ground, 
Yet ſo great was his luck that he never was drown'd. 
„„ Derry down, &c. 
Among other ſtrange things which befel this good 
_  yeoman, On | 
He was married poor ſoul !---and his wife was a 
woman; 8 
But, tho? ſhe was loving, complacent and mild, 
Yet ſo hard was his fate he was never with child. 
5 Derry down, &c. 
At laſt he fell ſick, as old chronicles tell, | 
And then, it is faid, he was not very well; 
But what was his worſt in ſo weak a condition, 
That he could give no feœes---ſo could get no phy- 
ſician. Derry down, &c. 


Thus, like the miller, bold an4 fice, 


16 


What wonder, be died! --But, tie ſaid, that hi; 
eath, 
Was occaſioned at laſt by the want of his breath: 


But peace to his bones, which in aſhes now moulder; 


Had he liv'd a day longer he'd been a day older. 


Derry down, &c. 


CXXXI. SONG. 


THERE was a jo!ly miller once 


Liv'd on the river Dec; 


He work'd and ſung from morn to night, 


No lark more blith than he. 


And this the burden of his ſon 


For ever us'd to be, | 
1 care for nobody, no not I, 
Since nobody cares for mc. 


1 live by my mil], God bleſs her, 
She's kindred, child, and witc, 
I would not change my ſtation, 
For any other in life. 


No lawyer, ſurgeon, or doctor, 


E'er had a groat from me: 
J care for nobody, no, not I, 
If nobody cares for me. 


When ſpring begins his merry career, 


O how his heart grows gay; 


No ſummer's droug}.t alarms his fears, 


Nor winter's ſad decay ; | 
No foreſight mar's the miller's joy, 
Who's wont to ſing and ſay, 


Let others toll from year to year, 


I live from day to day. 


Let us rcjvice and ing, The 


— 
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The days of youth are made for olee, 
And time is on the wing. 
Thi: ſong hall paſs from me to thee 
Along this joyful ring: 
Let heart and voice, and all agree 
To ſay, Long live the King. 


CXXXIL s ON G. 
FS. the firſt, in Oidbridge town, 
There was a grievous battle, 


Where many a man lay on the ground, 
By cannons that did rattle. 


King James, he pitch'd his tents between 


'T hc lines, for to rctirc, 


But King William threw his bomb-balls in, 


And ſet them all on fire. 


Thereat enrag'd, they v ow'd revenge 
Upon King William's forces; "i 
And oft did cry, vehemently, 
That they would ſtop their courſes : 
A bullet from the Iriſh came, 
Which graz'd King William's arm; 
They thought his Majeſty was ſlain, 
Yet it did him but little harm. 


Duke Schomberg then, in friendly care, 


His King would often caution 
To ſhun the ſpot, where bullets hot 
Thick bent their rapid motion; ; 
King William ſaid, he don't deſerve 
The name of faith? s detender, | 
That would not venture lite and limb 
To make a foe ſurrender. 


When we the Boyne began to croſs, 
The enemy deicended ; 

Bur few of our brave men were loſt, 
So. outly we detended: 


ae 


[- 210.1 


Tie horſe wis the firſt that march'd o cr, 
The toot oon tollow'd after; 

But brave, Duke Schomberg was no more 
By vent'ring o'er the wate 


When vaiiant Duke Schomberg was ſlain, 
King William he accoſted 

His warlike men for to march on, 
And he would be the foremoſt. 

Brave boys, he ſaid, be not diſmay d, 

Fer lofing one commander, 

Tor Go a w1il be our Kino this day, 

And Fl be gen'ral under. 


Then ſtoutly we the Boyne did croſs, 
Our enemies to battle; 

Our cannon to our foes great coſt, 
Like thund'ring claps Aid rattle : 

In majeitic mien our Prince rode o'er, 
His men ſoon follow'd after; 

With blows and ſhouts, put foes to rout, 
Thc day we croſs'd the water. 


The proteſtants of Drogheda 
Have reaſon to be thanktal, 

That they were not to bondage brought, 
As they were but a handtul : 

Fi:| to the Tholſel they were brought, | 
And try'd at Milmoun: after; 

But DE King William ſet them free, 
By vent'ring o'er the water. 


The cunning French near to Duleek 
Had taken up their quarters, 

And t2nc'd themſelves on every ſide, 

A waiting for new orders; 5 

But in che dead-time oi the night 
They ſet the field on Arc, | 

And, before the morning liaht, 

To Dublin they did retire 


Then 


—— 


— — 
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Then ſai) King William to his men, 
After the French departed, 

I'm glad 1aid he, that none of ye 

Did ſœem to be faint-hearted: 

So ſheath your words, and reſt awhile, 
In time we'll follow after ; 

"Theſe words he utter'd with a ſmile, 
The day he crofs'a the, water. 


Come let us all, with heart and voice 
Applaud our lives defender, 

Wh. at tue Boyne his valour ſhow'd, 
And made his tocs ſurrender : | 

To God above the praiſe we'll give, 
Both now, and ever after, 

And blets the glorious memory 


Of King William that croſs'd the Boyne wate-. 
CXXXII. SONG. 


1 choice of a huſband us widows are nice, 
Fd not have a man wou'd grow old in a trice, 
Not a bear, or a monkey, a clown, or a fop, 
But one that could buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 

A log Pl avoid, when I'm chuſing my lad, 
And a ſtork that might gobble up all that I had; 
Such ſuitors Pve had. Sir--but off they might hop, 
I want one that can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 

The lad in my eye i the man to my mind, 

So handſome, ſo young, ſo po ite and ſo kind! 
With tuch a good foul to the altar I'd pop, 
He's the man that can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 


CXXXIV. SONG. 


C77 in Rofina. 


= WHEN William at eve meets me down at the 
V we. . How 
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How :weet 15 the nightingale's . 
Or the du I forget all the labour and toi), | 
Wailit tne moon plays yon branches among. 


By her beams, without bluſhing, I hear him com 
plain, > 
And belicve every word of his ſong: 
You know not how ſweet ' tis to love the dear ſwain, 
Wnilſt tne moon plays yon branches among. 


CXXXV. Sung in Roſina. 


FT TER month, which a ſmile, 
11 Devoid of all guile, 
Half opens to view; 
Is the bud of the roſe, 
1 In the morning that blows, 
i Impcarl'd with the dew. 


More fragrant her breath | 
94 Than the flower-ſcented heath  - | 
l At the dawning of day; II 
= The — in bloom, 
1 The lily's perfume, | | 
[| Or the bloſſoms of May. 


| CXXXVI . Sung in Roſina. 


TD) Y dawn to the Downs we repair, 
B Wirth boſoms right jocund and gay, 
And gain more than pheaſant or hare--- 
Gain health by the ſports of the day. 
Mark! mark ! to the right hand prepare--- 
See Diana !---ſhe points! ſee, they riſe--- 
See, they float on tne boſom of air! | 
Fire away whilll loud Echo replies 
| Fire away. | 
Hark ! | 


— 


There's fi 
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Hark! the volley reſounds to the ſkies ! 
Whilſt Echo in thunder replies 
In thunder replies, 1 
And reſounds to the ſkies. 


Fire away ! Fire away! Fire away. 


CXXXVII. Sung in Roſina. 

WILLIAM. : 

E kiſsd and I've prattled to fifty fair maids 
And chang'd 'em as oft, d'ye ſee ! 


But of all the fair maidens that dance on the green, 


The maid of the mill tor me. 

| | PHOEBE. „ 
young men have told me fine tales, 

512 me - + faireſt ſhe; 


And c 


But of all the gay wreſtlers that ſport on the green, 


Voung Harry's the lad for me. 


WILLIAM. hf | 


Her eyes arc as black as the ſloe in the hedge, 
ler face like the bloſſoms in May; 


Her teeth are as white as the new - horn flock 
Her breath like the new-made hay. 


PHOEBE. 


He's tall, and he's ſtrait as the poplar tree, 


His cheeks are as freſh as a roſe; 
He looks like a ſquire of high degree 
When dreſt in his Sunday cloaths. 


CXXXVIII. Sung is the Agreeable Surpriſe. 


| bs E Bull, when bound for France, 
88 he goſling you diſcover, 
But taught to ride, to fence and dance, : 
A finiſh'd gooſe comes over. — 
. In 
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With his tierce and carte, fa, fa! 
And his cotillion ſo ſinart, ha! ha! 
He charms each female heart, oh la 
As Jacky returns from Dover. 


For cocks and dogs ſce ſquire at home, 

. prince of country tonies! 

Return'd from Paris, Spa, or Rome, 
Our *{quare's a nice Adonis. 

With his tierce and carte, fa! fa! 

And his cotillion ſo 1mart, ha! ha! 

He charms the female heart, oh, la! 
The pink of maccaronies. 


CXXXIX. Sung by Viſs Sa- chell, in the 


Azrceable Surpriſe. 
ORD what care I for mam or dad? 
Why let them ſcold and bellow ! 


For while I live, PN love my lad, 


He's ſuch 2 charming fellow. 


The laſt fair day on Gander Green 


Ine youth he danc'd ſo well-o, 


80 ſpruce a lad was never teen, 


As my ſwcet charming fellow. 


The fair was over, night was come, 


Thc lad was ſomewhat mellow; 


Says ne, my dear. P11 fee you home--- 


] thank'd the charming icllow. 


We trug'd along the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he if you'll not tell-o, 

Fll kiss you here by this good light--- 
Lord what a charming fellow. 


You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp d my breach, 


Ve bell's ring out my knei}-9! 
Again I Fl die o ſweet a death 
With ſuch a charming rellow. 


CXL. 


LAI 
CXL. Sung by Mr. Snett. 


Sail'd in the good ſhip the Kitty, 
5 With a ſtiff ol ing gale and rough lea, 
Left Polly the Lads call ſo pretty, 
Sate here at an anchor, yo yea, yo yea, yo yea, yo 
yea, vo yea. 1 


She blubber'd ſalt tears when we parted, 
Aad cry'd, row be con ent to me; 
I told her not to be down-nearted, 

So up with the anchor, yo yca. 


When the wind whilllel larboard and ſtarboard, 
And the ſtorm came on weather and lee, 
The hope I with her ſhou'd be harbouur'd, 
Was my cable and anchor, yo ea. 


And yet, my boys, wou'd you believe me, 
I return'd with no rhino from ſea ; 

My Polly wou'd never receive me, 

So again I heav'd anchor, yo yea. 


CXLI. Sung in Roſina. 
Hilſt with village maids I tray, 
/ Sweetly wears the joyous day; 
Ch:arful glows my artleſs breait, 
Mild Content the conſtant gueſt. 


| CXLII. Sung in Roſina. 
F flower to flower gay roving, 
1 The wanton butterfly | 
Does Nature's charms deſcry. 
From flower to flower gay rovins, 
The wanton butterfly. 
On wavy wings high mounting, 
It chance ſome child puri ace, 
Forlakes the baimy des. 


Os 
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On wavy wings high mounting, 
If chance ſome child ——_ 
Thus wild, and ever changing, 
A ſportive butterfly, 
I mock the whining ſigh: . 
| Still wild and ever changing, | 
| A ſportive butterfly, | 


CXLIII. Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 
| | Wb WAS within a mile of Edinburgh town, 
In the roſy time of the year, * 
| Sweet lav'rocks bl>:m'd, and the graſs was down, 
1 And each ſhep+..rd woo'd his dear, 
| Bonn Jocky, blithe and gay, | 
= Kiſed weet Jenny, making hay, 
5 The laſſie bluſh'd and frowning cry d- 
| No no, it will not do- 


I canna, munna, winna buckle too. 
focky was a wag that never wou'd wed, [ 
Tho long he had follow'd the laſs; = $ 
Contented ſhe earn'd and eat her brown bread, 
And merrily turn'd up the graſs. 
Bonny Jocky, &c. = 
But when he vow'd he wou'd make her his bride, 
Tho” his flocks and his herds were but few, 
She gave him her hand and a kiſs beſide, 
And vow'd ſhed ever be true, 
Bonny Jocky Þlithe and gay, 
Kiſs'd iweet Jenny, making hay, 
Ihe laſhe no more frowning cry'd--- 
No no, it Will nat do, [Co | 
I canna, munna, winra buckle too. | 


CxLIV. Surg by Miſs Satchell. 
FT Sigh and lament me in vain, 
1 Theſe walls can but echo my moan ; 


Alas 
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Alas! it encreaſes my pain, => 
When I think of the days that are gone: 
'Thro' the | of my priſon I ſee 
The birds as they wanton in air, 
My heart how it pants to be free, | 
My looks they are wild with deſpair. 
Above tho? oppreſt by my fate, 
I burn with contempt for my foes, 
Tho fortune has alter'd my ſtate, 
She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe ; 
Falſe woman in ages to come, 
Thy malice deteſted ſhall be, 
And when we are cold in the tomb, 
Some heart ſtill with ſorrow for me. 


Ve roofs were cold damps and diſmay, 
With ſilence and ſolitude dwell, 
How comfortleſs paſſes the day, 

How ſad tolls the evening bell; 
'The owls from the battlements cry ; | 
Hollow winds ſeem to murmur around : 
O! Mary prepare thee to die; 5 

My blood it runs cold at the ſound. 
CXLV. SONG. 
| M* Sandy is the ſweeteſt ſwain, 
That ever pip'd on Tay, 
He tends his ſheep on verdant plain, 
And chears me all the day: 
For oh! he is ſo bl a lad, 

A blither canna be, ; 
Whene'er he's nigh my heart is glad, 
For dearly he loves me. 

For dearly he loves me. 
As on a moſſy bank we ſat, 
Beneath a fragrant ſhade, 


„ 
ne youth he charm'd me with his chat, 
And on his bag pipes play d. 
For oh! he is ſo blythe a lad, &c. 


He calls me his dear life and care, 
And his uwn Moggy too, 
Ii vows by all that's good and fair, 
To me he will prove true. 
For oh! he 1s to blythe, &c. 
Then I will prize my loving ſwain, 
And vield to be his wite, | 
Ihen bid adieu to care and pain, 
And ſo be bleſt for lite. 
For oh! he is ſo blythe, &c. 
CXLVI. Sung in Roſina. 


cet tranſports, gentle wiſhes, go! 


* 
0 


Since fortune ſtill to love a foe, 
And cruel duty bid us part. 
Ah! why does duty chain the mind, 
And part thoſe ſouls which love has join'd ? 
CXLVII. Sung in Roſina. 
T 7 HEN bidden to the wake or fair, 
| The joy of each free-hearted ſwain, 
"Till Phoebe promis'd to be there, | 
I loiter'd laſt of all the train. 


If chance ſome fairing caught her eye, 
The ribbon gay or filken glove, 
With eager haſte I ran to buy ; 
For what is gold compar'd to love? 


My poſy on her boſom plac'd | 

Could Harry's ſweeter ſcents exhale! 

Her auburn locks my ribbon grac'd, 
And flutter'd in the wanton gale. 


V — 
% In vain his charms have gain'd my heart; 


With 
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With ſcorn ſhe hears me now complain, 
Nor can my ruſtic preſents move: 


Her heart prefers a richer ſwain, 
And gold, alas! has baniſh'd love. 


CXLVIII. Sung in the Summer Amuſement. 


HO caſe my heart, I own'd my flame, 
And much!] fear I was to blame; 


For, tho! love's force we're doom'd to ſcel. 
The heart its weakneſs ſhould conceal. 


The bluſh that ſpeaks the ſoften'd breaſt, 
The figh that will not be ſuppreſt; 


The tear which down the cheek will fc 


With caatious art we ſhould conceal. 
And yet if honour guides the youth, 


And welcome love 1s led by truth, 
With joy at Hymen's porch we kneel, 


Nor ftrive our weakneſs to conceal. | 
CXLIX. Sung in the Summer Amuſcmen.:. 
12 play'd a falſe, a faithleſs part, 


Remorſe will wait on thee my love ! 
Ambition hath ſeduc'd the heart N 
Which honour ow'd to me, my love. 

The trueſt, tend'reſt flame was mine; 

What have I felt for thee, my love! 
The ſofteſt, fondeſt vows were thine; 
What didſt thou ſwear to me my love! 

Tho' ſplendor deck thy nuptial bow'r, 
Tho pleaſures round thee fly, my love! 


Each joy that makes the playtul hour 


Shall labour with a ſigh, my love! 


And when the penſive moments come, 
(For who from thoſe are free, my love!) 
Perhaps thou'lt mourn thy Melville's doom, 
And lend a tear to me, my love. ; 


„„ En 
8 CL. Sung in the Son-in-Law. 
O' ſweetly breathes the ſmiling ſpring, 
Tho' gentle rains the flowers beg, 
And hawthorn buds ſo gay ; 
In vain deſcend refreſhing 3 

In vain peep forth the fragrant flow rs, 

My true love far away. | 


Tho' ſummer ſuns rejoice the ſwains, 
Or yellow autumn bleſs the plains, 
And ſweetly ſmelling hay: 
Tho! all around be blythe and glad, 
_ Cecilia's heart alone is fad, 
Her true love far away. 


„ i 

TR face obſerve, diſcerning fair, 
EF | Obſerve each motion debonair! 

| My Artois buckles when you view, 

| In ſhining ſable ſattin ſhoe, 5 

5 You'll Tay that Pm, from top to toe, 5 

A monſtrous handſome city beau. | | | 

My humble whiſky I deſpiſe ; | : 
Like Phaeton, 1 mount the ſkies ! 

And, as I drive away like mad, 
They all declare that I'm the lad; 
And cry---* he's ſure, from top to toe, 

A — handſome city beau! 
CLII. Sung in the Son-in-Law. 
1 ITH an air, 
| Debonair, 
I inftrut wy oye . 5 
Charmi weet and pretty, | 
i A and witty, a. 1 
Suſan, Jane, or Kitty, | 
I contrive to hit ye: W 


me  * 


| 0 your whimp' ring, ceaſe yourwhining, 
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Come away, 
All ye gay, 
For the dance my trade is; 
Charming, ſweet, and pretty, 
Lovely, fair, and witty 
Pry'thee, come away! 
See, ſee, ſee! 
The dancers are met: 
What an elegant ſet! 
While in country dance, 
Or cotillion they prance, | 
1I1̃ijregulate their pace. 8 
Ye youths, would you the ſecret know, 
Why I'm careſt where er I go, 
With knit in hand I draw my bow, 
Squeeze the hand and point the toe, 
And ſlide into their grace. 


'CLUI. Sane in the Son-in-Law. 


| I Like a plain ſong without fine repetitions, 


Soft cadences, graces, or running diviſions; 
I love Lango Lee, and ſweet Gramachree Molly, 
Or Strike up the Jorum, to chace melancholy ; 


With a bottle of red, give me bumper Squire Jones, 


And the tempeſt of war, in bold s tones. 
With old friends, and old wine, 
Thus I feel no decay, 
But a gentle decline 
As life paſſes away; 


| Good humour's our waiter, ſo drink, and fit Kill; 5 
For why — we part till old Death brings the LS, 


CV. SONG. 


nn 
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All your tcars and pray'rs combining, 


Will not keep my feet on ſhore. 


Think you I can keep from fighting, 
While the fleets of France and Spain, 
In their ffrength combin d delighting, 


Bully Britons on the main ? 
O! Ilong to meet the braggers, 


Long to meet them fide by fide ; 
Ex'ry man who vainly ſwaggers, 


Is no hero till he's try'd. 
As for you, my deareſt Dolly, 
Let not fear your love proclaim ; 


Slaves to fear but prove their folly, 
Boldneſs is the road to tamc. 


| While I bound o'er ev'ry billow, 


Searching out Britannia's foes ; 


Do not like a weeping willow, 


Shake with ev'ry breeze that blovrs. 


Let not fancy over reaſon 


With her colours flying ride ; 


But in ev'ry changing ſeaſon, 


Take her rudder for your guide. 
CLV. SONG. 
HE topſail ſnivers in the wind, 


a The ſhip ſhe caſts toſea; 
But yet my foul, my heart, my mind, 


Arc, Mary, moor'd with thee: 


For tho' thy ſailor's bound afar, 


Still love ſhall be his leading ſtar. 


Should landmen flatter, when we're ſail'd 


O doubt their artful tales; 
No gallant ſailor ever ſail'd, 
If Cupid fill'd his ſails: 


Thou 
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hon 


ood 0+; 
Thou art the compaſs of my foul, 


Which ſtcers my heart froin pole to pole. 


Sirens in ev'ry port we meet, 
More fell than rocks and waves; 


But ſailors of the Britiſh fleet 


Are lovers, and not flaves : 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho' we've left our hearts with you. 


Theſe are our cares; but, if you're kind. 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, 155 


The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 


The pow'rs of France and Spain. 
Now Britain's glory reſts with you, 


* Our ſails are full ſweet girls adieu! 


CLVI. SONG. 


M love was once a bonny lad. 

He was the flower of all his kin, 

The abſence of his bonny face 
Has rent my tender heart in twain : 


| I day nor night find no delight, 


In ſilent tears I ſtill complain; | 
And exclaim *gainſ thoſe my rival foes, 
That have ta'en from me my darling ſwain 


| Deſpair and anguiſh fills my breaſt, 


I figh and moan while others re 
His abſence yields me no repoſe. 

To ſeek my love I'll . and rove, 
Thro' every grove and diſtant plain; 


Since I have loſt my * N - 


Thus P11 ne'cr ceaſe, but ſpend my days, 


To hear tidings from my darling ſwain. 
There's nothing ſtrange in nature's change, 
Since parents ſhow ſuch cruclty ; 
3 955 PL | They 
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They caus'd my love from me to range, 
And knows not to what deſtiny. 
The pretty kids, and tender lambs, 
May ceaſe to ſport upon the plain; 
But I'll mourn and —_ deep diſcontent, 
For the abſence of my darling — | 


Kind Neptune, let me thee intreat, 
JIT To ſend a fair and pleaſant gale; 

Ve dolphins, ſweet, upon me wait, 
And convey me on your tail: 
Heavens bleſs my voyage with ſucceſs, 
While crofling of the raging main, 
And ſend me ſafe o'er to that diſtant ſnore, 
To meet my lovely darling ſwain. 


All joy and mirth at our return 

Shall then abound from Tweed to Tay; 

The bells ſhall ring, and ſweet birds ſing, 

-"—_ grace and crown our nuptial day. 

Thus bleſs'd with charms in my love's arms, 
My heart once more I will regain : 

Then TPll range no more to a diſtant ſhore, 
But in love will enjoy my darling ſwain. 


Cn. SONG. 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, | 
Aroſe, aroſe from out the azure main, * 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain; : 
Rule, Britannia! Britannia, rule the waves! 
Britons never will be ſlaves ! | 


The nations (not ſo bleſt as thee,) 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall ; 


| 
[ 


| 1) 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh t ans free, 
| The dread and envy _—_; em all 


Rule, Britannia, &c. 
Still more ix hole thee 1ife, . 
More drea El from each — 1 ſtroke; 


As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies 
| Serves but to root thy native oak. 


Rule, Ban. 4 


Thee, haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their —_ to bend thee — 


Will but arouſe thy gen'rous flame, ; 
But work their — and thy renown. | 


ale, Britannia, &c. 


| To thee belon the rural reign, 
| Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine : 
All thine ſhall be the ſubje main, | 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles thine. 
_ Rule, Britanniz, &c. 
* N oh, with — found, 
3 to a coaſts repair : 
Bleſt iſle ! — — beauty crown'd, 
And many hearts to goers! _y 2 or - 
ule, Britannia, cc. 


cl vn. SONG. 


VIE ay ſons of Bacchus repleniſh the bowl, 
Fris the mirror that ſhews us mankind: 
Pride, envy, and prudence, admit it's controul, 
And leave undisfigur'd the mind; 
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pI And leave undisfigur'd the mind. 
1 ſage that of old wiſh'd a window was plac's, 
To diſcover the haunts of the ſoul; | 


= ay 


Would hows done full as well, had he piy'd ev'ry 
gueſt, 
With the myſtic contents of the bow] ; 
With the — contents of the bowl. 


Round the heart that is honeſt, the {kill it ſupplies 
To kill every ſorrow that baſks ; 

But the knave, and the ſlave, all i its pleaſure denies, 
And gradually ſeals of their malks; 
And Sn ly fteals of their maſks. 


Then let pedants and courtiers its virtue diſclaim, 
The reaſon we all of us know --- | 

While we plow the bowl, tis an ocean of * 
And a . — reliever of woe, | 

And a y reliever of woe. 


CLIX. SON G. 
Of; what had I a-do for to marry? 
My wife ſhe drinks naithing but ſack & canary. 
I to her friends complain right airly. 
Oh! gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly, hooly 


and fairly ; 
Oh! gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly. 


Firſt ſhe drunk crummie, and ſyne ſhe drunk garie, 
Now ſhe has drunken my bonny gray marie, 
That carred me ay thro' the dub - þ the larie. 
Oh! gin my wife, &c. 


If ſhe'd drink but her ain things I wad na Ach care, 
She drinks my claiths I cana well ſpare, 

To th' kirk and the market Ie gang fu nerdy. 

Oh! gin my wife, &c. 


If there is ony filler ſhe maun | keep the 3 ; 

If I ſeek but a baubie, ſhe'l] ſcald and hell curſe ; ; 

She gangs like a queen, I * and 3 F 
Oh! gin my wife, &c. 


. 
I never was given to wrangling nor ſtrife, 
Nor e*cr did refuſe her the comforts of life, 
Fer it come to a war, I am ay for « parly. 
Oh! gin my wife, &c. | | 


A pint wi the cummere I wad her allow, 
| But when ſhe fits down ſhe nlls herſel fow ; 
And when ſhe's fow ſhe unko is camſterie. 
| Oh! gin my wife, &c. | 


She rins out to the caſy, ſhe raves and ſhe rants, . 
Has na dread of neighbours, nor minds the houſe 


wants * 
Oh! gin my wife, &c. = 


And when ſhe comes hame#ſhe lays on the lads, 
She ca's the poor laſſes both limmers and jad's, 
And I my ain fel a poor auld cuckold Carly. 
Oh! gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly. 


„ CLX. SONG. 
Eaſe, rude boreas, bluſt' ring railer ! 


| Lift, ye landmen all, to me; 
Meſſmates, hear a brother ſailor 
Sing the dangers of the ſea, | 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 
Z To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
a Where the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


* Hark! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling,--- 


By topſail ſheets, and haulyards ſtand! 
Down top-gallants quick be hauling ! 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand. boys, hand: 
Nov it freſhens, ſet the braces; 
Quick the toptal _ let go; 
x 4 
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Luff, boys, luf, don't make faces! 
Up your topſails nimbly tlew? | 
Now all down-beds ſporting, 
Fondly ock'd in beauty's arms, 
Preſh enjoyments wanton courting, 
Free all but love's alarms,--- 
Around us roars the tempeſt louder ; 
Think what fear our minds enthral ; 
arder yet, 54 blows harder; 
Now again the boatſwain calls: 
The topfail yard point to the wind, boye! 
| ee l clear to reef each courſe ! 5 
Let the fore · ſheet go; don't mind, boys, 
Though the weather ſhould be worſe. 
Fore and aft the ſprit-fail yard get; 
| Reef the mizen ſee all clear; 
Hands up | each preventer-brace ſet; - 
Man the fore-yard ; cheer, lads, cheer ! 


Now the dreadful thunder's roaring ! 
Peals on peals contending claſh ! 
On our heads fierce rain falls puring! 
In our eyes blue lightning flaſh ! 
One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black ſky ! 
Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark! what means that dreadful cry? 
The foremaſt's gone ! cries ev'ry tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet *bove deck, 
A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung out; 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. -. 
1 Quick the — cut to pieces! _ 
= ome, my. hearts, be ſtout and bold! 
Plumb the well ; the leak increaſes ; 
Four feet water's in the hold ! 


While 
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While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 
We for wives or Children mourn ; 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating ; 
Alas! from hence there's no return. 
Still the leak is gaining on us; 
Both chain-pumps are choak'd below, 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us! 
For only that can ſave us now ! 


O'er the lee- beam is the land, boys; 
Let the guns o'er-board be thrown ; 
To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys; 
See, our mizen-maſt is gone, . 
The leak we've found; it cannot pour faſt; 2 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 
Up, and rig a jury fore-maſt; „ 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys ! ware off ſhore. 
Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſpar'd our lives; 
Come, the can, boys, let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts and our wives. 
Fill it up about ſhip wheel it ; 
Clole to th' lips a brimmer join. . 
Where's the tempeſt now ? who feels it ? 
None ! our danger's drown'd in wine! 
CLXI. SONG. 
 »FIWAS when America roſe in rebellion © 
| LANG N- tax'd the Britons in order to quell 
them, 
But he ſqueez l ſo ſadly, we complain'd right airly, 
O! gin Lord N---- would tax hooly and fairly. 
Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly, 
O! zin Lord N---- would tax hooly and fairly. 
— Firſt he tax'd chaiſes, and then he tax d coaches, 
And now he has tax d 9 very poſt-horſes, 
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That carry us thro' the dub and the laut, 
O! gin, &c. 


He taxes our mum, our cyder, and perry: 
Our wines and our ſpirits that makes us ſo merry, 
Our very {mall beer that ſerve us ſo rarely, 

Ol! gin, &c. | | . 


He taxes our veilum, our parchment and paper, 
And our playing cards, but that's no great matter, 
But, ohon ! the news-papers he taxes ſo dearly, 

O! gm, &c. 17 : 


Our auctions he taxes, and ſooner or later, 

He'll make us pay dear for ilka ſma' matter, 

Our ſervants he taxes, that ſerves us ſo fairly, 
O! gin, &. 5 ET 


Our houſes and windows, he's for to tax, 


And glaſs ware, etcetera, he'll ſcrew and he'll rax, 


And filver-plate too,---for that III ne'er care-y. 
| O! gin, &c. | | 


If he'd tax his own penſions we wadna much care 


But he taxes the things we canna well ſpare, 
To ” Th or a preaching we're made to go barely. 
Money for good ends, we wad him allow, 
But when he gets ſrller, he fills his purſe fu, 
And when that is fu', he is unco campftrarie, 
O!]! pin, &c. 5 „ 

If there's ony ſiller he does keep the purſe, | 
If we aſk but a penſion he'll ſcold and he'll curſe, 
But his ain goſhps he deals out not ſparely, 


O! gin Lord N would deal hooly and fairly. 


When he comes to the h---- and there to debate» 
With F----, B----, or B----, on matters of ſtate, 
He tells them how matters he manag'd ſo _— 


] 


: 
| 


i 
1 
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O! gin he could but manage firmly and — 


Firmly and bravely, firmly and bra 
O! ! gin Lord N- could manage firmly & 


CLXII. Sung in Roſina. 


PHOEBE. 


Pp gaudy with aching hearts, 
he great at fortune rail: _ 
The hills may higher honours — 
But peace 1s in the vale. 


WILLIAM. 


See high bas dames in rooms of ſtate, 
With midnight revels pale; 

No youth a7 5. wed their Cie charms, 
For beauty's i in the vale. 


BOTH. 


Amid the ſhades the virgin's ſighs 
Add fragrance to the gale: 
So they that will may take the hill, 
Since love 1s in the vale. | 


CLXIII. Sung in Rofina. 
bright Roſina met my eyes, 
FE 1 eful paſs'd the; joyous day 


In rural ſports I ain'd the prize, 
Each virgin liſten'e to my lay. 


But now no more I touch the lyre, 
No more the ruſtic ſport can pleaſe ; 

I live the ſlave of fond defire, 

| Loft to myſelf, to mirth, and eaſe. 


The tree that in a happier hour | 
It's boughs * o'er the plain, 


7. 


0 
0 
| 
q] 


She fight, << 
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When blaſted by the light'ning's power, 
Nor charms the eye, nor ſhades the ſwain. 


CLXIV. Sung in the Caſtle of Andaluſia. 
12 hardy ſailor braves the ocean, 
| Fearleſs of the roaring wind, 
Yet his heart, with ſoft emotion, 
Throbs to leave his love behind. 
To dread of foreign foes a ſtranger 
Tho? the youth can dauntleſs roam, 
Alarming fears paint every danger, 
In a rival left at home. 


CLxXV. Surg by Mr. Vernon. 


| A E was trudging the meadows ſo gay, 


blithe and ſo bonny his air, 


Fe met a young laſs who was going his way, 


Her face all io clouded with care: 


He aſk'd her what made her ſo moping and ſad ? _ 


Twas a pity if ſhe were in pain: 
have loft the very beſt lad, 
And I never ſhall ſee him again!” 


Is he gone to the wars for full many a year, 
2 1 1 Jockey, who troubles you ſo? 
Ore 


ſe, where on earth he can never appear, 


85 Where you and I ſurely muſt go ? 
No, he's fled (ſhe reply'd) with another fond ſhe, 


* 'Tho' to me he was plighted for aye, | 
Oer the mountains he's gone with another from 
And therefore I cannot be gay. Ie, 


If that's all, quoth Jockey, your wailing give o'er, = 


He's a loon, who is not worth your pain; 


Let him go, ſinee he's chang'd, be you wretched | 


no more, | 
Nor think of a falſe-hearted ſwain : n 
* 8 4 
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But take, if you will, for the lad of your heart, 
Whom fortune has thrown in your way, 
I'll ſo>the all your grief, and PI! baniſh your ſmart, 
Here I'm ready to do as I ſay. | 


Then he wip'd her bright eyes, and he ſang her a 

Her face look'd no longer deſpair ; [ſong, 

He whiſper d of love as they ſaunter'd along, 
And ſhe thought him a lad worth her care: 

She ſmil'd and grew pleas'd, lare a ftranger to joy, 
And Jockey, perceiving her kind, 

More prefling was grown, and the laſs was leſs coy, 
So he drove the falſe loon from her mind. 


CLXVI. SONG. 


B this fair goblet, twas carv'd from the tree, 
Which, oh! my ſweet Shakeſpearc, was plant- 
ed by thee; > 
As a relic I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, FT 
What comes from thy hand mutt be ever divine. 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry-tree ; 
Bend to thee „„ 
Bleſs'd Malberry ; 
Matchleis was he 
That planted thee, | | 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhalt be. 


Ve trees of the foreſt ſo rampant and high, 

Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads 
ſweep the ſky; 5 

Te curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 
To root out the natives at prices ſo dear : 4 


All ſhall yield, &c. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, | 
Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our roſie 


5 (14) 
Of the fir we make ſhips ; there are thouſands that | 


hgh 


| vnt, | | | | 
Zut one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write. 
All ſhall yield, &c. ny | 
Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bow'rs, | 
Pomona in fruit trees, * Flora in flow'rs; | 
The garden of Shakeſprare all fancies will ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of flowers, and the faireſt of fruit. 
All ſhall yield, &. | 


With learning and knowledge the well-letter'd birch | 
Supplies law and phyſic, and grace for the church; 
But law and the goſpel in —— we find, - 
He gives the beſt 7 = for body and mind. | 
All all yield, &c. © _— 
The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree; | 
From him and his merits this takes its degree : 5 
Give Phebus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, | 


The tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill more divine. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 
As the gent us of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright 
ay | | | 

More rapture than wine to the heart can convey : | 
So the tree which he planted, by making his own, | 
Has the laurel and bays, and the vine all in one. 

All ſhall yield, &c. e 


Then each take a relic of this hollow tree, 
From foliy and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Let's fill to the Planter the cup to the brim, 
To honour your country do honour to him. 
All ſhall yield, &c. | | 


CLXVII. SONG. 


1 Lab not what you ought to ſmother, 
B Honour's laws ſhould ſacred be; 


* 2 
* „„ Sam = tb 


Boaſting 


3 K 
| Boaſting favours from another, 
Ne'er will favour gain with me. 

But, inſpir'd with indignation, 

Sooner I'd lead apes 1n hell, 


Ere I truſt my reputation 
With ſuch fools as kiſs and tell. 


He who finds a hidden treaſure, 
Never ſhould the ſame reveal: 
He whom beauty crowns with pleaſure, 
| Cautious ſhould his joy conceal. 


Him with whom my heart I'll venture, 
Shall my fame from cenſure fave ; 
| One where truth and prudence center, 
And as ſecret as the grave. 


. „ene SON G. 
| me, Colin, pride of rural ſwains, 
O come and bleis thy native plains ; 
The daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud, 
| The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


Come, Colin, haſte, O hafte away, 

Your ſmiles will make the village gay; 

When you return the vernal breeze 
Will wake the buds and fan the trees. 
Oh! come and ſee the violets ipring, 
The meadows laugh, the linnets fing ; 


Your eyes our joyleſs hearts can cheer, 
O hatte! and make us happy here. 


| CLAIX. Surg by Mr. Beard, and Mrs. Vernon, is 
i | the Chaplet. TR 


„ Damen. | | 
Ontended all day I will fit at your fide, 
Where poplars far firetching o'er-arch the 
cool tide; © RR * 


4 
r 


—— 


For my ſhepherd, &c. 


For he who, &c. 


1 
And, while the clear river runs purling along, 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in their ſong, 
The thraſh and the linnet contend in their ſong. 
= | Laura. | | 
While you are but by me, no danger I fear ; 
Ye lambs, reſt in ſafety, my Damon is near; 


Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your gambols may 


| == | 
For my ſhepherd is kind, and my heart 1s at caſe, 


Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 

The wiſh of each heart, and the theme of each lay; 
Ne'er yield to the ſwain till he makes you a wife, 
For he who loves truly will take you for life, | 


Laura. 


Ye youths who fear nought but the frowns of the 


fair; | | | 
Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care; 
Then ſcorn to their ruin aſſiſtance to lend, 


Nor betray the {weet creatures your born to defend,. 
Nor betray, &c. 8 | | 


For their honour and faith be our virgins renown'd, 


Nor falſe to his vows one young ſhepherd be found; 
Be their moments all guided by virtue and truth; 


To preſerve in their age what they gain'd in their 


„„ yo, 
To preſerve in their age what, &c. 

f CLXX Sung in tte Duenna. 

Ould I her faults remember, 


Forgetting ev'ry charm, . 
Soon 


| a; DE 
Soon would imparrtial reaſon 
The tyrant love diſarm : 
But when enrag'd I number 
Each failing of her mind | 
Love ftill ſuggeſts her beauty, 
And ſees---while Reaſon's blind. 


CLXXI. SONG. 


; Ree from confinement and ſtrife, 
Pl! plow through the ocean of life, 
To ſeek new delt ghts, : 
| Where beauty invites, 
But ne'er be confin'd to a wiſe. 
The man that is free, 
Like a veſſel at ſea, 3 
After conqueſt and plunder may ram 
But when either confin'd 
By wife or by wind, 
Tho' for glory deſign'd, 
No advantage they find, 
But rot in the harbour at home. 


CLXXII. s ON G. 


H! my ſweet pretty Mog, you're as ſoft as a 
bog, 
And as wild as a kitten, as wild as a kitten! 
Thoſe eyes on your face (arrah ! pity my caſe ) 
Poor Dermot have ſmitten, poor Dermot have 

3 ſmitten! 1985 | 

Far ſofter than ſilk, and as fair as new milk, 
Your lily white hand is, your lily white hand is! 

Your ſhape's like a pail, from your head to your tail. 

Oh! you're ftrait as a wand is, you're ſtrait as a 
| wand is! os | 


Your 


( 138 ) | 
Your lips, red as cherries, and your curling hair is 
As black as the devil. as black as the Devil; 
Your breath is as ſweet too as any potato, 
Or — from Seville, or orange from Seville 
When dreſt in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſs, 
So nimble, ſo friſky, ſo ninble, ſo friſky ! 5 
A kiſs on your cheek (tis ſo ſoft and ſo fleck ) 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me 
like whiſky! . 


I grunt, and I pine, and I ſob like a ſwine, 3 
Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're fo cruel 
No reſt I can take, and, afleep or awake 
I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel ! 
Your hate then give over, nor Dermot, your lover, 

So cruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle, 
Or Dermot muſt die, like a lg in a ty, 
Or ſnuff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle! 


CLXXIII. Sung in the Capricious Lovers. 
F flow'r to flow'r the butterfly, 
| O'er fields o'er gardens ranging, 
Sips ſweets from each, and flutters by, 
And all his life his changing. 
Thus roving man new objects ſway, 
Buy various charms delighted; 
While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to-day, 
To-morrow faall be flighted. 


ce SONG. 
| G's Iſaac the nymph who no beauty can boaſt 
Bur * and good-humour to make her his 
ae 1 
If ſtraight, I don't mind whether ſlender or fat, 
And fix feet or four---we'll ne er quarrel for that. 
„ e Whate' er 
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Whate'er her complexion---I vow I don't care; 
If brown---1t is laſting- more pleaſing if fair: 
And tho' in her cheeks I no dimples ſhould ſee, 
Let her ſmile---and each dell is a dimple to me. 
Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, 
And her eyes--- may be e' en any colour---burt green; 


For in eyes, tho' ſo various the luſtre and hue, 
I ſwear I've no choice---only let her havatwo. 


Tis true, I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth, I own, are gentecler than black; 


A little round chin too's a beauty, Tve heard, 
But I only defire---ſhe mayn't have a beard. 
Es CLXXV. SONG. 
(3% tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies, 
J To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, 
And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, 9 5 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


And if the deign thy notes to hear, 


And if the praiſe thy matin ſong ; 


Tell her the ſounds that ſooth her car 


To Damon's native plaints belong 
Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 
The bird from Indien groves may ſhine ; 
But aſk the lovely partial maid, 
What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 
Then bid her treat yon witleſs bean, 
And all his flaunting race, with icorn, 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 
Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


CLXXVI. Lung in the Duenna. 


Lab 12 heart for falſchood fram'd, 


L I ne'er could injure you: . 
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For though your A „. no promiſe claim? d, 
Your c make me true. 


'To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
o ſtranger offer wron 

But friends in all the ag 5 6 you'll meet, 

And lovers in the young. | 


But when they learn that you have bleſt 
1 your we 4 
ey ll bid aſpiring paſhon reſt, 
And act a — 5 1 


Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong: 

For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers 1 in the young. | 


cLxxvn. SONG. 


HR ſtands the glaſs around? 
For ſhame ! you take no care, my wage. 
How ſtands the glaſs around * 
Let mirth and wine abound. 
a 2 —_ © 
The colours they are flying, i 
To fight, kill, or wound, 
May X we ſtill be found, 
Content with our hard fate, my byes 
On the cold ground. 


Why, ſoldiers, why, 

Should we be melancholy, hs 
Why, ſoldiers, why ? 
Whoſe buſineſs tis to die! 
What, ſighing? fie! 

Damn fear, brink on, be jolly, boys! 
»Tis he, you, orT 


Cold, hot, . or 4. 


We're 


N — / /̃ ̃ CG — — 


7 Ive che toaſt, my gone fellow be jovial and gay, 

Here's the King---take your bumpers, my brave 
Who guard your Bir freedom ſhould crown your 

| Let him live, long and happy---ſee Lewis brought 


And taſte all the comforts, no cares of a crown. 


| I've been on India's wealthy coaſt, 
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We're always bound to follow, boys, 
And ſcorn to fly! —& 


"Tis but in Vain,---- 
I mcan not to upbraid ye, boys,---- 
»Tis but in vain | 
For ſoldiers to complain. 
Should next campaign 
Send us to him who made us, boys, 


We're free from pain! | 
But if we remain, 

A bottle and kind landlad 

Cure all again. N 


CLXXVIIL. s ON G. 


And let the bri 


oments paſs jocund away 
Britiſh ſoul 
full bowls. . 


own ; 


CLXxXIX. Surg in the Fair American. 
IF you'll conſent my lovely dear, 
PF 
By truth you'll find him always ſteer, 
Throughout the cruiſe of life. 


But nothing there I prize, 
Like rubies which thoſe lips can boaſt, 
Like di'monds in thoſe eyes. 
Ea | CLXXX. 


wks g go 


— 
—— <- 
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3 Is 
CLXXX. SONG. 


FUE fields were ay - 
* And ſweet the BW 


Our gang of gypſies ſeated, 

Upon the grals, | 

Both lad and laſs, 
By you we are all treated. 

Young chicken, geeſe, 

With ducks and peaſe, | 
And beans and bacon dainty ; 

With punch and beer, 

The beſt of cheer, 


You gave us then in plenty. 


*T was all to cheat your: — 8 
And pilfer that ſame jewel 

You're {worn to me, you perjur d man, 
Tho? now fo falſe and cruel. 


"You ſtole ſome cloaths, 
And caps and hoſe 


From ter Pat laſt Eaſter, 


To make me fine, 
And give me nine- 


Pence and a filver teaſter. 


An apron too, | 
Tho' not quite new, 

As good as from the needle ; 
And once, I own, 
You give a crown, 


To ſave me from the . 


Twas all to cheat poor filly Fan, &c. 


Whene'er we'd meet, 
With kiſſes ſweer, 

And ſpeeches ſoft you won me; 
The hawthorn buſh | 
Shou'd make you bluſh, 

'Twas there you 1 undone me. 


0 * 


1 

What ſignifies 
Your ſhams and lies, 

Your jokes no more ſhall jeer me--- 
A licenſe bring, 
And golden ring, 

Or never more come near me. 

For you have cheated filly Fan, &c. 


CLXXXI. SONG. 


: s hay bluſh cf Aurora now tinges the morn, 


_ dew drops beſpangzle the ſweet ſcented 

thron, | 

Then ſound brother ſportſman, ſound, ſound, the 
| ay horn, 


Till Phœbus awakens the day; 


And ſee now he riſes! in ſplendor how bright, 


I © Pzan for Phœbus the god of delight, 
All glorious in beauty now baniſhes night, 
Then mount boys to horſe and away. 


What raptures can equal the juys of the chace, 


Health, bloom and contentment appear in each face 
And in our ſwift courſers what beauty and grace, 
While we the fleet ſtag do purſue; 
At the deep & harmonious ſweet cry of the hounds, 
Wing'd by terror, he burſts from foreſt's wide bounds 
And the? like the lightning he darts o'er the grounds, 
Yet ſtill boys, we keep him in view. | 
When chac'd till quite ſpent he his life does reſign, 
Our victim we'll offer at Bacchus's ſhrine, | 


And revel in honour of Nimr.d divine, 


That hunter ſo mighty of fame; 
Our glaſſes then charge to our country and king, 
Love and beauty we'll fill to and jovially fing, 
Wiſking health and ſucceſs till we make the houſe 
ring, | = 
To all 3 and ſons of the game. 
| CLXXXII. 


*Gainſt Poll, Sim, Sall, Jem, Bet, Bill, 
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CLXXXII. Sung in the Maid of the Mill. 
Adzcoks! there's ſuch gig, and nice rig on the 
awn, 

Little Sal for a partner wou'd fain have me on ; 
But when your's I ſhall be, | 
How vill mortify ſhe, 
Then Til bet twenty pound, 

That the whole village round | 
Cannot ſhew ſuch a couple as Patty and me. 


For you the ſweeteſt flowers I choſe, 
See here the wreath I've wove; 
Of this a chaplet I'll compoſe, 
And crown you queen of love. 


Tho! nay ſo ſupple, 
And Jenny ſo taper, 
Caſt off the firſt couple, 

Becauſe they can caper. 


Poll jigs it with Roger, 

Blithe Betty with Cudden ; 

And Cudden's a codger 
Won't tire of a ſudden. 


Tho' Sim of the valley, 
So nimble when tipſey, 
Foots up to fly Sally, 
That arch little gypſy. 
'Tho' ſpruce Davy Dumble, 
Is partner with Dolly, 
And old Gaffer Grumble 
Is link'd to young Polly; 


Yet you and P11 dance for a crown or a 8 Tr 5 
udden 


Jenny. 


 CLXXXIT. 


Long quarter'd ſhoes, cheek ſhirt, blue jacket, 
With trowſers like the driven ſnow. 


F-: Scarce had he been a boats length rowing, 


| Her flowing pennants gaily flutter d, 


. 


( 145 ) 
CLXXXIII. Sung in the Maid of the Mill. 


| 1 great folks are noble, and — * let *em be, 
| alt 


Of title, of honour, and wealth, 
That I am a Briton 1s title to me, | 
And I'm rich in a ſtock of good health. 

Lads, ſtop the mill; 
Be the hopper ſtill; 
When low the ſun, 
Our work is done; ö 5 
Then we'll fit to our homely board with glee, 
For ſweet is the bread of induſtry. | 
Though in ſummer I copied the provident ant, 
For winter ſome grains to provide ; - 
Yet, what I could ſpare to a friend when in want, 
I n&er was the friend who denied. 
L Lads, ſtop the mill, &c. 
5 CLXXXIV. SONG. 
HE buſy crew their ſails unbending, 
The ſhip in harbour ſafe arriv'd; 
Jack Oakum all his perils ending, 
Had made the port where Kitty liv'd. 
His rigging no one dare attack it, 
Tight fore and aft, above, below ; | 


His honeſt heart with pleaſure glowing, 
Flew like lightning o'er the fide, 


Before his Kitty he eſpy'd. 


From her hat, all made of ftram; 
Red was her cheeks when firſt ſhe utter'd, 
« Sure *twas my Sailor _ I ſaw.” 1 


FT - 

And now the gazing crew ſarround her, 
Secure from all but love's alarms, 

Swift as a ball from a nine pounder, 
They dart into each others arms 


CLXXNV. SON G. 
Low high, blow low, let tempeſts tear, 
The mainmaſt by the board, | 


My heart with thoughts of thee my dear, 


And love well ftor'd, | 
Shall brave all dangers ſcorn all fear, 
The roaring wind the raging ſea ; 
in hopes on ſhore to be once more, 
Safe moor'd with thee. 


Aloft while mountains high we go, 


The whiſtling wind that ſcuds along, 
And the ſurge roaring from below, 
Shall m fgna be to think on thee, 
And this ſhall he my ſong. 
Blow high, blow low, &c. 


And on that night when all the crew, 


In memory of their tormer lives, 
O'er flowing cans of flip renew, 


Shall drink their ſwecthearrs and their wives, 


TIl heave a ſigh and think on thee, 
And as the Ship rolls 1 the Sea, 
The barthen of my ſong ſhall be 

Blow high, blow low, &c- 


5 CLXXXVI. Seng by Mrs. Kennedy. 


WII tarries my love, | 

Ah! where does he rove ? 

My love is long abſent from me ; 
Come hither my dove, Fa 


_ 


ru 


„ 
Tin write to my love, 
And ſend him a letter by thee. 


Jo find him ſwift fly, 
The letter I'll rye, 

Secure to thy leg with a ftring ; 
Ah! not to my leg, 


Fair lady I beg, 


But faſten it under my wing. 


Her dove ſhe did deck, 
She drew o'er his neck, 
A bell and a collar ſo gay: 
She ried to his wing, 
The ſcroll with a ftring, 
Then kiſs'd him, and ſent him away. 


It blew and it rain'd, 
The 1 2 diſdain'd, 
To ſeek ſhelter, —— he flew: 
Till wet was his wing, 
And painful the ſtring, 


So heavy the letter it _ 


He flew all around, 
Till Colin he found, 


Then perch'd on his hand with the prize : : 
Whoſe heart while he reads 
With tenderneſs bleeds, 


For the 3 that flutters and dies. 


CLXXXVII. SONG. 


A I came from ning, ſome evening awhile, 
And ſat down my milkpail to _ on the ſtile, 
Our Will at a diſtance eſpy 7 me and ran, ; 


And ſure as they ſay he's a main clever man : 


He whiſper'd of that you may eaſily dream, 


And ſweet were his lips as the taſte of new cream. 


He whiſper d, &c 


& —  <— 
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But Kate who cant't bear him for romping with me, 

Paſs'd by and flew homewards to tell of our glec; 

So miſtreſs came puffing and panting for breath, 

And bounc'd ſo, you'd thought he had kiſs'd me 
to death : | 2 

Indeed he ſo pleas'd me, and pleaſes me Kill, 

I fancy none elſe but my clever lad Will. 


He vows too he'll make me as kind a return, 
And his words are as butter juſt come from the churn, 


So ſoft and ſo tender they're melting I ſwear, 


It does one's heart good when he calls me his dear: 
My dame then may bluſter, and Kate fret her fill, 
For marry'd Þ'll be to my clever lad Will. 
CLXXXVIII. SONG. 
S paſling by a ſhady grove, | 
A 7 heard 4 linnet fing, | 
Whoſe ſweetly plaintive voice of love, 
Proclaim'd the chearful ſpring, 
Proclaim'd the chearful ſpring: 
His pretty accents ſeem'd to flow, 
As it he knew no pain, : 
His downy throat he tun'd ſo ſweet, 
It echo'd o'er the plain, = 
1t echo'd o'er the plain. 


Ah! happy warbler (I reply'd,) 
Contented thus to be; 

*Tis only harmony and love, 
Can be compar'd to thee, 
Can be compar'd to thee. 


| Thus perch'd upon the ſpray ye ſtand, 


The monarch of the ſhade, 
And even ſip ambrofial ſweets, 
That glow from ev'ry glade, 
That glow from ev'ry glade. 


Did 


The gay ladics of town and the nymphs of the 


(299 } 
Did man poſſeſs but half thy bliſs, 
How joyful might he be, 
But mag was never form'd for this, 
*T was only joy for thee, 
*T was only joy for thee. 


Then farewell pretty bird (I ſaid,) 


Purſue thy plaintive tale, 


And let thy tuneful accents ſpread, 


All o'er the fragrant vale. 
_ CLXXXIX. SONG. 
thine altar O love how 


b ] 0 er we preſs, | 
| 4 How thy frowns we deſpiſe how thy ſmiles 


we careſs 


| ain, 5 | 
The courtiers ſo fine and the blith country ſwain, 
All haſte to thine altar in hopes there to prove, 


That ſweets are the pleaſures, that ſweets are the 


phleaſures the pleaſures of love. 
But how oft diſappointed their hopes do they ſind, 
How ſeldom ſucceſs crowns the with of the mind, 
The morning looks pleaſant, the proſpect looks gay, 
But a ſtorm ſoon comes on, and their hopes die away, 
For tho? all may expect few only will prove 

That ſweet are the pleaſures the pleaſures of love. 

| : CXC. SONG. 


XV dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind, 


As fickle as fancy inconſtant as wind, 


My dog follows ev'ry ſtrange heel in the ſtreets, 


And my wench is as fond of each fellow ſhe meets; 
Yet in ipite of her airs, I'll not make the leaſt ſtrife, 


But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life ; 


Sing hey down derry, 
Cherry & merry, cherry & merry, cherry & merry, 
But be cherry and my. and happy thro' life. 8 | 
i Wy. 9 
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. 
Go miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, 
Her conduct ſhall ne'er my commas. any teaze, 
Her freedom ſhall never embitter my glee, 


One woman's the ſame as another to me. 

So in ſpite. &c. 

I laugh at the wretches who ſtupidly pine, 
For falſe hearted gipſies they title divine 
At worſt of my love fits no phyſic I aſk, 


But that which is found in the bowl or the flaſk. 
For go things how they will, Pl not, &c. 


The girl that behaves with good humour and ſenſe, 
Shall ſtill to my heart hold the warmeſt pretence;; 
For thoſe that would jilt me, deccive and betray, 
In honeſter bumpers ['1] waſh them away; 


_ *Tis my final reſolve ne'er to make the leaſt ſtrife, 


But be cherry and merry and happy thro' life. 
CXCI. Sung by Mr. Edwin. 


ur and twenty fidlers all on a row, four and 

1“ twenty fidlers all on a row, there was fiddle 

faddle fiddle and my double damme ſemi quib- 

ble down below. It is my lady's holiday there- 

fore let us be merry. Co 

2 Four and twenty drummers all on a row, there 

was hey rub a dub ho rub a dub fiddle faddle, 

3 Four and twenty trumpeters a!l on a row, there 

Was tantara rara tantara rera hey rub a dub, &c. 

4 Four and twenty coblers all on a row, there was 

ſtab aw! and cobler and cobler and ſtab awl 
tantara rera, &c. 385 

5 Four and twenty fencing maſters all on a row, 

there was puſh carte and teirce down at heel 

cut him acroſs ſtab aw! and cobler, &c. 
= | 6 Four 


E 
6 Four and twenty captains all on a row, there was 
Oh! d---n me kick him down ftairs puſh carte 
and tierce, &c. | - 
7 Four and twenty parſons all on a row, there was 
Lord have mercy upon us O! d---n me kick 
| him down ſtairs, &c. 1 | 
8 Four and twenty taylors all on a row, one caught 
a louſe, another let it looſe and another cried . 
knock him down with the gooſe, Lord have 
mercy upon us, &c. | = 
g Four and twenty barbers all on a row, there was 
bag wigs, ſhort bobs, toupees, long ques, ſhave 
for a penny, O d---n'd hard times two ruffles 
and nc'er a ſhirt, one caught a louſe, &. 
10 Four and twenty quakers all on a row, there 
was Abraham begat Iſaac, and Iſaac begat Ja- 
cob, and Jacob peopled the twelve tribes of 
Iſrael, with bag wigs, ſhort bobs, toupees, long 
ques, ſhave for a penny, Oh d---n'd hard times 
two ruffles and ne'er a ſhirt, one caught a louſe 
another let it looſe, and another cried knock 
him down with the gooſe, Lord have mercy 
upon us, Oh d---n me kick him down ſtairs 
Puſh carte and teirce, down at heel cut him a- 
croſs, ſtab awl and cobler, and cobler ſtab aw], 
tantara rara, tantara rera, hey rub a dub, ho 
rub a dub, fiddle faddle fiddle and my double 
damme ſemi quibble down below. It is my 
lady's holiday therefore let us be merry, | 


CXCII. SONG. 


Oung Damon pride of all the plain, 
So gentle and ſo ſweet a ſwain, | 
He reign'd in love each nymph he view'd 
Was caught and by his looks ſubdued : 25 
8 | G 4 . 
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But now the youth in gloom retires, 

And wanders thro' the woods and briars, 

Or on the turf ſupinely laid, 

He thus reproves the cruel maid. 
When I ſo long with truth did woo, 

And did what conſtant love could do, 


I little thought the time would come 


That truth ſhould prove the lover's doom : 
The flowers I cull'd the wreaths I wove, 
She wore as tokens of my love, . 
And every fond endearment gave, 


That love-enraptur'd ſouls could have. 


cæxcm. Sung by Mr. Edwin. 


1 I learnt a pretty ſong in France, 


And I brought it o'er the ſea by chance; 

And when in Wapping I did dance, - 
Oh, the like was never ſeen : | 
For I made the muſic loud for to play, 


All for to paſs the dull hours away, 


And when I had nothing left for to ſay, E | 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, tit fal de ral, tit fal de 
ray, then I ſung fal de ral tit, then we ſung 
fal de ral tit. | | 


As I was walking down Thames-ftreet, 

A ſhip mate of mine I chanc'd for to meet, 

And I was reſolv'd him for to treat, | 
With a can of grog, gillio!l _ 

A can of grog they brought us ſtraight, 

All for to pleaſure my ſhip mate, 


And ſatisfaction give him ftraight, 


Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 
The maccaronies next came in, 
All dreſt ſo neat and Jook'd ſo trim, Pay 

| - And 


N And live as 


( 1x3 1 

And vt einking 6 or to ſtrike me dum. 
Some was ſhort and ſome was tall, 
But 'tis very well known that I lick d them all, 
For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, | 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The landlord then aloud did ſay 
As hew he wiſh'd I would go away ; 
And if 1 attempted for to ſtay, 

As how he'd take the law. 
Lord d---me, ſays I, you my — paves a 
For P've not ſcarcely —_— 
All this I ſaid, and nothing ine 
Then 1 ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


It's when Pve croſt the raging main, 
And be come back to _ ngland again, 
* grog I'll 2 1 OP | 

ith a pretty girl to ht by my 1. © 
And for her coſtly robe bes Pl Il provide, N 
So that ſhe ſhall — 
Then T Il fing fal de ral tit, &c. 


CXciv. SONG. 


Sung at the Fx EE and Easy SOCIETY, Liverpool. 


M* friends I ſurvey all around with delight, 
And jocund & merry I 2 each club- night, 
What mortals on earth, are appy as we? | 
For our motto N * Reels Eaſy” ſhall be. 
CHORUS. 
Free and eaſy are we, free and eaſy are we, 
Till time is no more, free and eaſy we'll be. 


Let humour and mirth with rapidity flow, 
__ I Hong \ mn that * men may know, 
We are ſocial an y in every degree, 

allows, © 4 both cafy and free.” 


— — 


LU — — 2 _ 


—— * _ 


r rr, 


E 
That our club may ſtill flouriſh and friendſhip 
abound, 
Diſcord fly from hence, faction no where he found, 
There's no one that's here, but he'll ſure join with 


me, | 
That the true honeſt heart alone ſhould be free. 


With tranſport my friend, let us fill up a glaſs, 
To the members at large, around let it pals, 
Then join my good fellows, ſince in this we agree, 
That our motto thro? life, ſhall be eaſy and free. 


CXCV. Sung in Poor Vulcan. 


L UE moment Aurora peepd into my room, 


I E on my cloaths and Icall'd for my groom; 
Will Whiſtle by this had uncoupl'd the hounds, 
Who lively and mettleſome friſk d o'er the grounds; 
And now we're all ſaddled, fleet dapple and grey, 


Who ſeem'd longing to hear the glad found hark 


away, hark away, hark away, 
Who ſeem'd longing to hear, &c. 
Twas now by the clock about five in the morn, 
And we all gallop'd off to the ſound of the horn; 


Jack Gater, Bill Babler, and Dick at the gooſe, | 


When all of a ſudden out ftarts miſtreſs puſs; 
Men, horſes, and dogs not a moment would ſtay, 
And echo was heard to cry, hark! hark away. 


The courſe was a fine one, ſhe took o'er the plain 


Which ſhe doubled, and doubled and doublcd again; 
Till at laft ſhe to cover return'd out of breath, 
Where I and Will Whittle were in at the death; 
Then in triumph for you I the hare did diſplay, 


| And cry'd to the horns, my boys, hark, hark away. 


cxcvi. 


( us) 
| CXCVI SONG. 
Ome and liſten to my ditty, 
| All ye jolly jovial crew, 

What's the head that's wiſe and witty, 
To the heart that's ſtout and true. 
Gallic ſons may boaſt their breeding, 

We a nobler theme will ſing ; 
Our ambition is in — 
For our couutry and our king. 


Buſy crowds the throne attending, 
Every monarch reigns in ſtate ; 
But his country's cauſe defending, 
Every ſubject is as great: = 
_ Spaniard boaſt of thy dominion, 
Let it &er ſo mighty be; | 
Vet brave boys, in my opinion, 
We rule more, who rule the ſea. 


Though the roaring tempeſt thunder, 
Or the battle preſſes near, 1 
We no dread or care are under, 

Honeſt ſouls diſdain fo fear; Ef 
High, nor low church, whig, nor tory, 
Like our union we agree, 

To be brave is all our glory, 

All we aſk is to be free. 


Hark! the britiſh cannons rattle, 

Honour calls aloud to arms, 
Rodney guides the glowing battle, 

Freedom every boſom warms : 

Let the treach'rous French now tremble, 

Let the foes of Britain ſee ? 

We no longer rage diſſemble, 

When we arm for liberty. | 

„ | | CXCVII. 


( 156 ) 
CXCVII. SONG. _ 

3 Was ＋ the dead of night, ſoon after Jenny 
| wed, | | | 
And wi her faithful Jemmy was ſlcepine in her bed, 
A hollow voice ſhe heard, which call'd her to awake, 
And * to the words would be utter'd for her 

ake. ED 
She ſtarted from her ſleep, her boſom beat with ſear, _ 
When the ghaiſt of Robin Gray before her did ap- | 


| ar; | es 
It wav'd its ſhadowy hand, and thus to her did ſay, 
Ah! Jenny liſt awhile to your Auld Robin Gray. | 


I do not come dear Jean your conduct to rep 5 
Or 3 he -_— you ſhare in conſtant — FY 
love, 3 1 | 
His honeſt heart deſerves whate'er he can receive, 
Since he has fought ſo nobly, and would not you 
deceive. | 5 
Still let his courage riſe, his country's foes to quell, 
To you he _ ſhall come again, the fates now bid 
me tell, 


With Howe as well as Rodney his valour he'll diſ- 


_ play, 
If you will but believe the ghaiſt of Robin Gray. 
And Jenny muſt ſubmit, your virtue is your guard, 
For virtue yo in ſtore for you a high and rich re- 
ward, | 
The benny Dons ſubdued with Holland and with 
| rance, A 
Your Jemmy with freſh laurels crown'd will to 
your wiſh advance: | LEES ; 
Then = him haſte wi all his ſpeed to join the noble 
cet, gs 
Tho' danger does appear in view, no harm ſhall 
he meet, = DES 8 | 
| | But 


(- 837.3 
But joy ſul ſhall return again upon a fatwee day, 
As you may ſure believe the 2 iſt of Robin Gray. 


CXCVLI. Surg in the Summer Amuſcment. 


O high, go low, in ev'ry ſtate, 
The ſailor's heart i is true, 
In adverſe or in proſp'rous fate, 
He joins the crew. 
Then toiling early, watching late, 
Detends his king and country's cauſe, 
In hopes to be when come from ſea, 
Cheer'd with applauſe. | 


At home when ſports his welcome crown, 
His wife's the livelieſt of the throng , 
Or when care finks his ſpirits down, 
Her endearing imile rewards his toi], and greets 
his fav'rite ſong. 
So when the nuptial knot 1s tied, 
Our friendſhi cloſer will cement ; 
Each morn you'll hail my blooming bride, 
And gladly ſhare my heart's content. 
P11 graſp the hand which made her mine, 
I 0 ſocial ſcenes my hours reſign, 


While all the wanted ſtrain ſhal Join, 
CXCIX. 8 ON G. 


D VET. 


Welcome home, my deareſt jack, 
What cheer my pretty polly, 
Rejoic'd to ſee my love come back, 
Then why ſo melancholy, | 
And whither bound i & charming now, 
Alas! I know not whither, = 
If turn'd adrift and me che {o, 
A fair wind blew me ther: 


( 158 } 
A buſs, but uit your apron hold, 
To riz you out completely, 
Oh! bleſs my heart is all this gold, 
It is now kiſs me ſweetly: 
But deareſt jack, what ſays my wench, 
Oh! tell me how you got 'em, 
I drubb'd the Spaniards bang'd the French, 
And kick'd Mynheers broad bottom. 


Let's weigh for church, but deareit lite, 
Ah! will you c'er deceive e- -- 

I tell you no but when your wife, 

Ah! ſay you'll never leave me, 

M king and country oh ! no more, 
For both you've done your duty, | 

Your hand for life, Pm laſh'd on ſhore, 

Wind-bound by love and beauty. 


Let ſailors when their ſweethearts mourn, 
Thus cheer 'em with a kind return : 


A port like me let ſailors find, 
With ſwceethearts conſtant fair and kind. 


Let ſailors, &c. 
A port like me, &c. 


. SONG. 


Welve months are paſt, fince on this firand,. 
T In ſad diſtreſs we parted; 
And as the boat forſook the land, 
The oar my hand deſerted; 
My eyes on your were fondly bent, 
And ſeem'd their tears to borrow, 
And ſure from you a look was ſent, 
That well repaid the ſorrow. 


To bear me quickly from the ſhore 
The crew our grief ſurveying, a With 


( 
With length'nd ſtroke ſtill kept the oar, 
In well um'd meaſure playing, 
Till diſtance and approaching night, 
Your lovely image ſhaded, 
Vet ever in ideal ſight, 
Your beauty role unfaded. 


Oft when the midnight watch I've kept, 
While ſeas were round us ſwelling, 

Pre fear'd alone the gale that ſwept, 

Too rudely o'er your dwelling, 

But now my love no more your breaſt, 
Shall beat with ſad emotion, 

T1! ſtrive to make each moment bleſt, 
Nor tempt again the ocean. 


ccl. SONG. 


Own the bourne and thro' the mead, 
His golden locks wav'd o'er his brow, 
Johnny lilting tun'd his reed, | 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mov”, 
Dear ſhe lo *d the well known ſong, 
Wmnile her Jonny, blithe and bonny, 
Sung her praiſe the whole day long. 
ns Down the bourne, &. 


Coftly claiths ſhe had but few, 
rings and jewels nae great ſtore, 
Her face was fair, her love was true, 
And Johnny wiſely wiih'd no more; 
Love's the pearl, the ſhepherd's prize, 
O'er the mountain, near the fountain, 
Love delights the ſhepherd's eyes. 
Dorn the bourne, &c. 
Gold and titles give not health, 
And Johnny cou'd nae theſe impart ; 


Ly 


Youthful 


(160) 


Youthful Mary's greateſt wealth 
Was ſtill her faithful Johnny's heart: 
Sweet the joys the lovers find 
Great the treaiure, tweet the pleaſure 
Where the heart is always kind. 
| . SONG... 
N to your guns my hearts of oak, 
| Let not a word on board be ſpoke, 
Victory ſoon will crown tne joke, 


Be ſilent and be ready. | 


Ram home your guns, and ſponge them well, 
Let us be ſure the balls will tell, 1 
The cannons roar ſhall ſound their knell, 
Nor yet, nor---reſcrve your fire, 

J do deſire, 

Nou the elements do rattle, 

The gods amaz'd behold the battle, 

A broadſide my boys. 


See the blood in purple tide, 
Trickle down her batter'd fide, 
Wing'd with fate the bullets fly, 
Conquer boys or bravely die: 
Hur] deftruction on your foes, 
She ſinks, huzza, to the bottom down ſhe goes. 
CCUI. SONG. 
| We be three poor mariners, 
Newly come from the ſeas, 
We ſpend our lives in jeopardy, | 
While others live at eaſe. 
Shall we go dance the round, 
While others live at eaſe, 
And he that is a bully boy, 
Come pledge me on this ground. 
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We care not for thoſe martial-men, 
That do our ſtates diſdain, 
But we care for thoſe merchant-men, 
That do our ſtates maintain. 
To them we dance this round, 
And he that is a bully gay, 
Come pledge me on this ground. 


CCIV. SONG. hr 
Hro' the valleys and dales what ſweet muſic 
3 pr | | | 
While echo repe-ts the blith ſtrain, 
While echo repeats the blith train, 
And ſee from afar the timorous hare, 
Nimbly ſtretches along the vaſt plain, 
Nimbly ſtretches along the vaſt plain, 
The huntſmen are ſeen like the woods dreſs'd in 
"> OT | 
With the well ſcented dogs in full vicw ; 
See each ſteed ſweep away, hark! forward, huzza! 
How boldly how fleet they purſue. 
O'er river or lake, thro' hedges they break, 
There is nothing can ftop the career, 
Hills and — ehind, they have paſs'd like the 
wind, : 
All ftrangers to danger and fear. | 
The chace is now paſt and the hare kill'd at laſt, 
The evening is jov1aily ſpent, 
Thus the huntimen are found while the horns ſweet- 
ly ſound, | | 
And their life is a life of content. 


„ CCV. SONG. | | 

Cee 1 ſne has married with auld Robin 
ray. . | 

Alas! I dinna care how my time gangs away bh 

| T ho? 


(- os  } 


Tho! 8 my misfortunes when I was wreck'd 
at ſea, | 
Vet ſoon had 1 forgot them had Jenny ſtaid for me. 
"Twas all for Jenny's ſake that I ſail'd on the main, 
In hopes of getting richer her gayly to maintain; 
But fatal was the hour I ever went to ſea, 
Since Jenny's love is loſt and ſhe did na ſtay for me; 
parents were poor and cou'd na work or fpin, 


If charity he did from out his golden ſtore, | 
The died it might reward him he ſhou'd na aſk na 
more. 


Vet wae is me I cry to think that I had nane; 
Yet womens love is fickle as cantie as the wind, 
My Jenny the has prov'd it ſo alas! too true I find; 
What made the old « Carl take fic a Jovely maid, 
The winter of his age is not fitting for her bed; 
Like ane he lies beſide her and ſnores the night ava, 
}4 :d ſhe but ſtay'd for Jamie it had na been a. 


| like the roſe, | : | 
And her breath it was as ſweet as the zephir when 
it blows; _ 5 ; 
Her yo they were like ſtars in a frofty night ſo 
. ne | | 
Vet wae is Jamie's heart ſhe never can be mine: 
True love belongs to man, for women they have 
none, | 
Or auld Robin Gray could nc'er have Jenny won; 


Yet ſure ſhe can't be happy for thus deceiving me: 


Arms 


Vet auld Robin Gray had na right for her to win; 


Sure gold it is a curſed thing, of love it is the bane, 


Her breaſts were like two lillies, her cheeks were 


It was his gold thatcharm'd while I was gone to ſea, 


Adieu then my falſe Jenny ſince wars now call to 


TII ſail upon the ocean and quite forget thy charges "HE 
| EEE Since 


„ 


I1 fight againſt the foe no matter death or life, 
Since auld Robin Gray has got Jenny for a wite : 
Yet ſhould I return the news it may be ſpread, 
That Jenny ſhe is free again and auld Robin dead; 
I' wait what fate ordains and never more repine, 
But yet will live in hopes that Jenny may be mine. 


CCVI. Surg iz the Fair American. 
6 \ V Hen Cupid, little ſly rogue, blooming, fair, 


and young, 
Firſt wounds the lover's heart, how ſweet's a wo- 
| man's tongue; f 
We rob the bees of honey if we ſpezk or ſing, 
— the knot is tied, each word has then a 
. | | | | 
*T 1s all click clack, whare'er we ſay, 
Both jarring night and noon ; 
But ring the changes ſtill each day, 
And talk things into tune. 


About his cage with joy the nimble ſquirrel climbs» 
His priſon quite forgot whilſt tinkling go the chimes ; 
Thus huſbancs manag'd well, though fetter'd to 
the ground, 
Think, when they ſhake their chains, there's muſic 
| mn the found: 
"Tis all click clack, whate'er we ſay, 
Both jarring night and noon; 
But ring the changes itil! cach day, 
And talk things into rune. 


_ CCVII. Suns in the Way to Keep Him. 

V fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 

I That a lover once bleis'd is a lover no more, 
Attend to my counſel, nor b:uſh to be taught, 


That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has * 


| (- 6s} 
The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your 


eye, | | 
Your roſes and lillies may make the men ſigh; 
But roſes and lillies, and fighs paſs away, 
And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guitar, 
Tho' muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 
Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much! 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
Grow _— by your kindneſs, and come at com- 
mand ; 
Exert with your huſband the ſame happy f{kill, 
For 2 like your birds, may be tam'd to your 
will. 


Be gay and good-kumour'd, complying and kinds 
Turn the _ of your care from your face to your 
| mind, | | | 

»Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 

And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


CCVIII. SONG. 
world, 


it is hurl'd, . | 
Tho' their armies and navies together combine, 
Yet the conduct of Elliot fruſtrates each deſign. 
Then let us in full chorus our voices raiſe high, 
And toaſt the bold hero, till we rend the xy; 
His officers too, and his ſoldiers ſo brave, 
Who boldly endeavour that fortreſs to ſave. 


Olnce the fate of Gibraltar attracts the whole | 
While the wa pn of France and Spain Bain 


Tho? the nobles of France, and the grandees of 8 
Attend on the ſpot, martial honour to gain; 2 | 


our 


F 8. 


„ 


Tho' their bombs and their batt'ries expenſive and 


| large, 
In whirlwinds of thunder they daily diſcharge, 
Yet let us, &. 


Brave Elliot has ſallied, and made the Dons ſly, 


A mine he has ſprung, and each carcaſs thrown high; 


In vain are there arts, while his courage ſurvives 
In thoſe who love glory much more than their lives. 
Then let us, &c. | 


_ peedy relief at Gibraltar arrive, 
An 


our treacherous foes of poſſeſſion deprive ! 
Then the laurel of vict'ry we'll inſtantly place 


Round the temples of thoſe who ſuch dangers em- 


brace. | | 
And all in full chorus our voices raiſe high, 
To toaſt the bold Elliot till we rend the tky; 
His officers too, and his ſoldiers ſo brave, 
Who boldly determin'd that fortreſs to ſave. 


. CCIX. SONG. 
J Ord what care we for France or Spain, 
Why let them rave and bellow, _ 
Since Rodney rules upon the main, 
O! he's a charming fellow. 


de Graſſe he crow'd like gallic cock, 


And made his cannons bellow, 
But Rodney hit him ſuch a knock, 
O! he's a charming fellow. 
Mynheer he met with ſome time fince, 
Which did his honour ſwell-o. 
When Digby with our Royal Prince, 
Ca!l'd him a charming fellow. | 


Our foes hell trim where'er he goes, 


Ve bells his glory tell-o, 3 
5 | France, 
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France, Spain, and Holland he'll oppoſe, 
O! what a charming fellow. | 
From north to ſouth, from eaſt to weſt, 
| Our enemies he'l] quell-o, 
Of all our Admirals he's the beſt, 
O! what a charming fellow. 


Come tots the bumper now around, 
Let tame her trumpet ſwell-o, 

Wherever Rodney's name is found, 
They'll call him a charming fellow. 


CC X. Sung ir the Summer Amuſement. 


8 of pretty feet, for dancing intended, 
1 \Y Accept of a partner who always was com- 
| mended, | 1 . 

_ Sliphting the ſineſt dreſs attentive to merit, 
He likes on thoſe who can jig about with ſpirit. 
Take me madam, I ſo glad am, that T'll cut a caper, 
Stand firſt couple make no ſcruple, ſtrike up there 
gut ſcraper: 8 = 
Turn about, turn about, that's right depend on't, 
Hands acroſs, back again, and now there's an end 
on's. | . 
If it ſhould be thought that we ſhould encore it, 
Negus will make you hot, and wine is unſteady, 
Vour fan 2 will cool us both, ſpeak when you're 
| ready. | ne 5 


cCœxl. SONG. 

OONs of ocean fam'd in ſtory, 
Won't to hear the laurcl'd brow ; 

Litten to your riſing glory. | 


Growing honours wait you now; 3 
| e | Think 


5 


k 


Tis your prince, ſo lov'd, ſo pleaſing, 


And to every fear a ſtranger, 


(4167 
Think not ſervile adulation 
Meanly marks my grateful ſong, 


All the praiſes of the nation 


 Giv'n to you, to you belong: 


And rival kingdoms ſend from tar 


Their plaudits to the Britiſh tar. 


Tis not now your valiant daring, 
Courage you've tor ages ſhewn ; 
'Tis not now your mild forbearing, 4M 
Pity war was your own. | | 


Spreads your fame thro' diſtant lands, 
And the trident nobly ſeizing, 

Graſps it in his youthful hands; 
Proud to boaſt in peace or war 
The virtues of the Britiſh tar. 


When the times were big with danger, 
Sce your royal ſhipmatc go, 


Brave the fury of the toe: 
Now when ſmiling peace rejoices, 
Greet him with a ſailor's arts, 
Cheer his preſence with your voices, 
Pay his ſervice with your arts 
And be henceforth your leading itar, 
The gallant, royal, Britiih tar. 


CCXII. Sung in the Carnival of Venice. 


OON as the buſy day is ver, 
) And evening comes with pleaſant ſhade, 


We Gondoliers from ſhore to thore, 


Merrily ply our jovial trade. 


And while the Moon ſhines on the ſtream, 


And as ſoft muſic breathes around ; 


The 


TT TY 


The feathering gar returns the gleam, 
And dips in concert to the ſound. 


Down by ſome convent's mouldring walls, 
Oft we bear the enamour'd you 

Softly the watchful fair he calls, 
Who whiſpers vows of love and truth. 


| And while the Moon, &c. 
 CCXIU. Surg in the Carnival of Venice. 


J7ES, I long for the comical fight, 
Such a pair of odd lovers to meet ; 
When they're wedded in fortune's deſpite, 


How Til laugh at the pleaſant deceit! 


O! but once let the knot be faſt join'd, 
Low Pll curtſey and wiſh you both joy; 
She, by chance, ſuch a treaſure to find, 
You, by art, ſuch a prize to decoy. 


ccxiv. Sung in the Thomas and Sally. 


EHOLD, from many a hoſtile ſhore, 
And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows mount, and tempeits roar, 
Your faithful Tom's return'd again ; 
Returns, and with him brings a heart, 
That ne'er from Sally ſhall depart. 


After long toils and troubles paſt, 
How ſweet to tread our navive ſoil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 5 
And deck our ſweethearts with the ſpoil : 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, 
But ſuch as dare its rights defend. 


i ES 
CCXV. SONG. 


N Thames fair banks, a gentle youth, 
For Lucy ſigh'd with matchleſs truth, 
Ex'n when e Gol? *'d in rhyme, | 
Ev'n when wh &c. 

The lovely maid his flame return'd, 

And wou'd with equa] warmth have burn'a, 
But that ſhe had not time, | 
She had not time,---ſhe had not time, 

But that ſhe had not time. 


Oft he repair'd, with eager feet, 
In ſecret ſhades his fair to meet, 
Beneath the accuſtom'd lime, 
Sometimes the maid would meet him there, 
But when he begg'd ſhe'd eaſe his care, 
She ſaid ſhe had not time. 


It was not thus, inconſtant maid, 
You acted once, the ſhepherd ſaid, 
When love was in its prime: 
She grieved to hear him thus com lain, 
And wiſh'd ſhe could have caſed pain, 
But ftill ſhe had not time. 


Then pointing to the church, he cry d, 
This day I'll make young Jane my . 
Since you think love a _ - 
No, no, ſhe ſaid, my gentle 
"_ 1 *d your faith and = truth, 
now for love have time. 


CCXVI SONG. 


HEN firſt I ken'd young Sandy's face, 
He ſung and look'd 15 fic a Brace, 
He ſung, &c. 


He ale wy heat, but dna care 
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The lad he 1o0'd a laſs more fair; 
And oft I ſtung or'c brac and burn, 
Hou ſweet the love that meets return. 


He loo'd a laſs wi' fickle mind, 
Was ſometimes cauld and ſometimes kind, 
Which made the love-fick laddy rue, 

For ſhe was cauld when he was true: 
He mourn'd and ſung o'er brac and burn, 
How ſwect the love that meets return. 
One day a pretty wreath he twin'd, 
Where lilacks with ſwect cowſlips join'd, 
To make a garland for her hair, 
But ſhe refus'd a gift fo fair; hs 
This ſcorn he cry'd cau neer be borne, 
But ſweet the love that meets return. 


Juſt then he met my tell- tale een, 
And love ſo truc is ſooneſt ſeen ; 
Dear laſs, ſaid he, my heart is thine, 
For thy ſoft wiſhes are like mine; 
Now ww in her turn may mourn, 
How tweet the love that meets return. | 


My anſwer was both frank and kind, 
I loo'd the lad and tell'd my mind, | 
I loo'd the lad &c. . 
To kirk we went wi' hearty glee, | | 
Ard wha ſa bleſt as he and me; 
Now blithe we ſang o'er brac and burn, A 1 
How ſweet the love that meets return. 


CCXVII. SONG. 


1 ruddy morn blink'd o'er the bra 
| As blythe I gang'd to milk my kine; 5 
When near the winding bourn of Tay, © 


Wi' bonny gait, and twa black een, 


„ 
A Highland lad fae kind me tent, 

Say ing, bony laſs, how's a wi' you? 
Shall 1 your pail take o're the bent? 

* was yes, kind fir, and I thank you too. 
Again he met me i' the c'ne, 

As I ware linkan o'er the lee, 

To j »in the dance upon the green, 

And laid blithe laſs I'ſfe gang wi' thee, 
Sac braw he loo'd i' the Highland gear, 
His tartan plaid, and bonnet blue, 

My heart ſtraight whiſper'd in my ear. 
Says yes, kind fir, and I thank you too. 


We danc'd until the gleaming moon, 
Gave notice that 'twas time to part 
1 thought the reel was o'er too ſoon, 
For ah! the lad had ftawn my heart. 
He ſaw mie hame acroſs the plain, 
Then kiſs'd ſae ſweet, I vow tis true, 
That when he aſk'd to kiſs again, 
*T'was yes, kind fir, and thank you too. 


Grown bold he preſ?'d to ſtay the night, 
Then grip'd me claſe unto his breaſt ; 
Howt lad ! my mither ſair wou'd flyte, 
Gin that I grant wi'out the prieſt, 
Gang firſt fore him, gif ye be leel, 
I ken right what I then maun do, 
For aſk to kiſs me when you will, | 
*T'will be yes, dear love, and I thank you too. 
CeCXVIII. SONG. | 
12 — 3 gone forth, hark the deep ſinging. 
5 ound; 
dee the ſport loving high mettled ſteed ſpurn the 
gs TH View 
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View _ bend his proud neck as he near: the loud 
orn, 
And ſnort the ſharp air of the froſt breathing morn, 
In an inſtant all nature is rous'd from her trance, 
And the hills ſeem to fly and the trees ſeem to dance; 
The woodlands approach and thoſe foreſts retire, 
With frantic delight ev'ry boſom's on fire. 


On a brow the *wrapt peaſant can trace the wild 
train, Eo 

Pour down the 1190p mountain, and cover the plain, 
Up the ftcep, in the ſtream, or amidit the ſcar'd 

flocks, e 

Who now regards perils of rivers or rocks? 
We plunge in the lake, o'er the precipice fly, 
With the game in full view, and the pack in ful! 
TT cry, | 2 3 

What ſportſman lacks courage, what courſer lacks 
reath ? VVV | 
Or who feels fatigue when we're in at the death ? 
Nor here ends the pleaſure, nor here ends the chace, 
Ev'ry double we note, ev'ry danger retrace, 
Recount in returning each peril we dar'd, 
And point to each ſpot where the glory was ſhar'd 
We view the vaſt fragment, the whirlpool profound, 
And glow with rememb'rance of acts ſo renown'd, 
Then to Bacchus and Venus our proweſs rehearſe, 
And deck ev'ry deed in the magic of verſe. 
5 CCXIX. SONG. | 
No. Aurora is up, the ſweet goddeſs of day, 

b Let's hail the gay * of the morn, | 
Bid the ſhepherds — maids tune their tabors and 


play, | | 
| Bid the huntſman attend with his horn, 
To flaviſh dull rules let the cit be confin'd, 


Let 


| By yon rural copſe juſt opening to fight, 


When return'd from the chace let the bumpers 8⁰ 


And of thoſe friends they nc'er may ſee again; ; 


Should any thought of them come o'er our mind, 
| We think but ſhould the day be won, | 


Or my lad if you a miſtreſs kind, 


[BJ FI 
Let him toil day and night too for wealth, 


To hunting and fowling our lives are confin'd, 
And our riches, my lads, is good health. 


View the young tender brood and prepare, 

Let them _ "uh the ſky, my good boys, * their 
ight 

True ſportſmen delight to ſhoot fair. 


round, 
Let us merrily revel and ſing ; ; 
In women and wine true harmony's found, 


Fill your glaſſes and toaſt to the king. 


CCXX. SONG. 


W. tis night and the mid: watch is come, 
And dalling miſts o're the darł ned main, 
Then ſailors think of their diſtant home, 


But when the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun, 


How *twill cheer, 
Their heart to hear, 
That their old companion he was one. 


Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true, 

Who many a night doth liften to the wind, 

And ſighs to think how it may fare with you: 
O when the fight's begun, 


* ſerving at his gun, 


Should 
Hz 5 


E 


Should any thought of her come o'er your mind, 


Think of y ſhould the day be won, 
How *twill cheer | | 
Her her heart to hear, 
That her own true ſailor he was one. 
CCXXI. SONG. X 
WEET Annie fra the ſea beach came, 
Where ]>ckey ſpeel'd the veſſel's ſide ; 


Ah! wha can keep her heart at hame, 
When Jockey's toſs'd aboon the tide. 


Far aff till diſtant realms he gangs, 
| But Ife be true, as he ha? ben, 

And when ilk laſs, around him thrangs, 
He'll think on Annie's faithful teen. 


Our weelthy laird I met yeſtern, 
With gowd in hand he tempted me, 
He prais d my brow and rowan een, 

And made a brag of what he'd gie. 
What tho' my Jockey's far away. 

Blaw'd up and down the aweſome main, 
Iſe keep my heart anither dax. 

Syne Jockey may return again. | 


Nai mair ſauſe Jamy fing nae mair, 
And fairly cait your pipe away, 

Thy Jockey wad be troubled ſair, 
To ſee his freen his loo betray. 

Ver iangs and a' yer verſe is vain, 
While ſockey's ootes do faithful flow, 
To him my heart ſal true remain, 

Iſe keep it for my conſtant Jo. 


Blow ſoft ye gales round Jockey's head, 
And gar ye waves be calm and ſtill, 


(1 1 
His hameward fails with breezes ſpeed, 
And dinna a' my pleaſures ſpill. 


Tho' full o'er lang will be his ſtay. 
Yet then he'l] braw in ſilver ſhine, 
. Ie keep my heart a nither day, 

Sync Jockey will again be mine. 


CCXXII. SONG. | 
HIS cold flinty heart it is you who have warm'd, 


You * my paſſion, my ſenſes have 
charm'd, 


In vain againſt merit and Cy mon [I firove,. | 
What's life without paſhon ſweet paſſion of love. 


The froſt nips the bud, and the roſe cannot blow, 


From the youth that is froſt nipp'd no rapture can 


flow, 
Elyſium to him but a defart will prove, 
What's life without paſſion ſweet. paſſion of love. 


The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſons be 
8 ay, | 
Her 12235 and her flow'rets make blitheſome ſweet 


Ma 
Love pleſfes the cottage and ſings thro” the grove, 
What s life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 


CCXXIII. SONG. 
* an arbour of woodbines ye both ſhall be led, 


fr E 999g for your pillow the graſs for your 


While - 2 young ſparrows chi over your head, | 


All under the greenwood ſhade. 
When the moon witn pale luſtre peeps thro the 


1 H4 And 
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And nightingales anſwer the chaſte turtle dove, 
The maid without bluſhing ſhall claſp her true love 
All under the green wood ſhade. 


Our innocent pleaſures begin with the day, 
While guiltleſs our hearts we have cauſe to be gay; 
No yo diſſemble no ſhepherds betray, 

All under the green wood ſhade. 


Should frowns for a while arm the face of the fair, 
Yet ſoon the young lover forgets all his care, 
When lovely young Phillis forbids him deſpair, 
All under the green wood ſhade. Eo 
CC XxIVv. SONG. 
1 the Fan the joy of her ſwain, 
By Iphis was lov'd and Jov'd Iphis again, 
Fhe lived in the youth and the youth in the fair, 
Their pleaſures was equal and 1 their care, 


No delight no enjoyment their dutage withdrew, 
But the longer they liv'd ſtill the fonder they grew. 


A paſhon ſo happy alarm'd all the plain, 

Some 2 the nymph, but more envy'd the 
| wain, | | 

Some ſwore 't would be a pity their loves to invade, 
That the lovers alone for each other were made, 
But all, all conſented that none ever knew, 
A nymph be more kind, or a ſhepherd ſo true. 


Love faw them with pleaſure and vow'd to take care, 
Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent pair, 
What either might want he bid either to move, 
But they wanted nothing but ever to love, 
He faid all to bleſs them his god-head could do, 
That they ſtill ſhou'd be kind and they {till ſhou'd 


b b 5 
e true CCXXV. 


vs 


L 
. CCXXV. SONG. 
B ENEATH a green ſhade a lovely young 


ſwain, | 
One ev'ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain, 
So ſad yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his woe, 
The N ccas'd to breath and the fountains to 
flow, - 


Rude winds with compaſſion could hear kim com- 


Ts 2 | 
Yet Chloe leſs gentle was deaf to his ſtrain. 


How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, 


E're Chloe's bright charms firit flaſh'd in my view, 


Thoſe eyes then with pleaſure the aawn could 


ſurvey, 


Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more chearful than 


they; | | 
Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my ſight, 
I'm tortur'd ip pleaſure and languiſh in light. 


Thro' changes in vain relief I purſue, 

All, all but to conſpire my grief to renew, 
From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air; 
But love's ardent fever burns always the ſame, 
No winter can cool it no ſummer inflame. 


But ſee the pale moon all clouded retire, 
The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's deſire; 
I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 


Vet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on the mind, | 


Ah wretch ! how can life be worthy thy care, 


Jo lengthen its moments but lengthens deſpair. 


CCXXVI. 
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CCXXVI. SONG. 


7 HY heaves my fond boſom, ah! what can it 
mean? 


Why flatters ing heart, which was once ſo ſerene ? 


Why this ſighing and trembling, when Daphne is 
near, 


Or why when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear. 


For ever methinks I with wonder could trace, 
The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh thy face; 


Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find, | 
With thy face Il am charm'd but enflav'd by thy 


mand. | b 
Untainted with folly, unſullied with pride, 


There native good humour, and virtue reſide, 


Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply 
With — for him, who without thee muſt 
ie. . 


CCXXVIE. SONG. 


Fro Anacreon, in heaven, where he ſat in full 


glee, 


A few ſons of harmony ſent a petition, 


That he their inſpirer and patron ſhould be; | 
When this anſwer arriv'd from the jolly old Grecian, 
Voice, fiddle, and flute, | 
No longer be mute, DR 
Fl lend you my name to inſpire you to boot, 


 * And, beſides I'll inſtru you like me to intwine 


« The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus” vine.” 
The news through Olympus immediately flew ;_ 
When old Thunder pretended to give himſelf. 


airs- 


« If theſe mortals are ſuffer d their ſcheme to 2 es | 
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«© The devil a goddeſs will ſtay above ſtairs. 
e « Hark! already they cry, 
eln tranſports of joy, 
Away to the ſons of Anacreon we'll fly, 
And there with good fellows we'll learn to intwine 
„Ihe myrtle of Venus with Bacchus' vine. 


The yellow-hair'd God and his nine fuſty maids, 
From Helicon's banks wiil incontinent flee, 
« Idalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, 
« And the bi forked hill a meer deſart will be. 
| « My thunder, no fear on't, 
| „Shall ſoun do this errand, 
% And dam'me ! I'll ſwing the ring-leaders, I 
Warrant, 3 | 
*« T1] trim the young dogs, for thus daring to twine 
„The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus vine. 


Apollo roſe up; and ſaid, © Pr'ythee ne'er quarrel, 
„Good king of the gods, with my vo'tries below; 
* Your thunder is uſeleſs”--then ſhewing his laurel, 
Cry'd, © Sic evitabile fulmen, you know! 
Then over each head 
* My laurels 11 ſpread, 1 
« My ſons from your crackers no miſchief ſhall ' 


| drea | '! 
« Whilſt ſnug in theirclub-room, they jovially twine al 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus vine. 1 
Next Momus got up, with his rifible phiz, | 
And ſwore with Apollo he'd chontally join | 
The tide of tull harmony ſtill ſhall be his, | \ 
« But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh | 
ſhall be mine, Th 
„Then, ſove be j-alous 
Of theſe honeſt fellows.” 


Bo. 


Cry'd N We relent, fince the truth u now 
5 dei us; 
*: And ſwear by old Styx, that they long ſhall in- 
twine 5 | 
The myrtic of Venus with Bacchus” vine.“ 


Ye ſons of Anaceron, then join hand in hand, 
_ Preterve unanimity, friendſhip, and love! 
"Tis your's to ſupport what's ſo happily plann'd ; 
You've the ſanction of Gods, and the fiat of love. 
While thus we agree, | | 
| Our toait it ſhall be, | 85 
May our club flouriſh happy, united and free! 
And long may the ions of Anacreon intwine, 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus” vine. 


>,  DCAXAVEL UNS 
HN me gallant ſailor, hear me, 
| While our country has a foc, 
Hle is mine too never fear me, 

I may weep but you ſhall go. 


Tho? this flow'ry ſeaſon woos(you, 
To the peacciul ſports of May, 


. And love ſighs ſo long to looſe you, 


Love to glory muſt give way. 


Can the ſons of Britain fail her, 

- Whilſt her daughters are fo true, 

Your ſoft comage muſt avail her, 
We love honour loving you. 


War and danger now invite us, 
Blow ye winds auſpicious blow; 
Ev'ry gale will moſt delight us, 
That can wait us to the foe. 


CCXIX 
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CC XXIX. SONG. 
FHEN Britain's Queen on Albion's ſtrand, 
Firſt landed 15 the German main. 
Neptune the guardian of our land, 

With naids join'd, and ſung this ſtrain : 
Hail, happy iſle! 
Whoſe ſun has ſeldom ſeen, 
So gracious, ſo 


Belov'd a Queen. 


Fair freedom dreads nn galling chain, 
In George and Charlotte's love ſecure; 
For while the laws his will reftrain, 
Her mild commands our hearts allure. 
Britons with glory, 
With glory crown the day, 
From whence ſprung George | li 
And Charlotte's ſway. | 


In her the power to charm is ſeen, _ 1 
With unaffected wit and ſenſe; | 
A truly great, yet humble mein, | 
Effulgent truth and innocence. | f 
Britons with glory, &c. 


And when no more theſe virtues ſhine, 
Save bright in the hiſtoric page, : =_ 
Or in her own illuftrious line, ; 

Prolong'd by heav'n from age to age. 

Still Britannia 

Her grateful voice ſhall rl, | 
In joyful trains, I 4 

To — s praiſc. „ | 

CCXXX. 
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I ſummer when the leaves were green and bloſ- 
ſoms deck'd cack tree, 
Young Teddy then declar'd his love his artleſs love 
to me; 
On Shannon's fow'ry banks we ſat, and there he 
told his tale, 
Oh! Patty, ſofteſt of thy ſex, oh! let fond love 
prevail: | 
Ah. well a day, you ſec me pine in ſorrow & deſpair, 
Vet heed me not, then let me die and end my grief 
nud care. 
Ah, no dear youth, I ſoltly ſaid, ſuch love demands 
my thanks, 
And = Ivo eternal truth on Shannon' s flow'ry 
anks. 


And then we vow'd eternal truth on Shannon? $ 

flow'ry banks, | 

And then we gather'd ſweeteſt flowers and play 4 

ſuch artleſs pranks; | 

But, who is me, the preſs-gang came and forc'd my 
Ned away, 

Juſt then we nam'd next morning fair to be our 

wedding-day. | 

iy love, he cry'd, they force me hence, but ſtill 
my heart i is thine, | 

All peace ve thine, my gentle Pat, while war and 

toi] 1 is mine; 

With riches I'll return to thee, I ſob'd out words 
of thanks, 

And then wy vow'd eternal truth on Shannon's | 
flow'ry banks. | 


And then he vow'd eternal truth on Shannon's 
flow'ry banks, * 


1463 
And 8 I ſaw him ſail away and join the hoſlile 
| tanks: 5 5 
From morn to eve, for twelve dull months, his 
aubſence ſad I mourn'd, N 
The peace was mide, the ſhip came back, but 
Teddy nc'er return'd: | | 
His be auteous face and manly form has won a nobler 
| tair, 85 5 
My Te1dy's falſe, and I forlorn muſt die in ſad 
deſpair: 3 
Ye genie maidens, ſce me laid, while you ſtand 
round in ranks, | 
And plant a willow o'er my head on Shannon's 
flow'ry banks. os 


3 CCXXXI. SONG. | 

| ney Phcebus has mounted the chariot of day, 
7 And the horns and the hounds call each ſportſ- 
man away; N | 
Thro' 1 avwws and woods with ſpeed now they 

bound, . | T2 

While health, roſy health, is an exerciſe found, 
Hark away is the word to the ſound of the horn, 
And echo, blyth echo, makes jovial the morn. 


Each hill and each valley is lovely to view, 
While puſs flies the covert and dogs quick purſue; 
Behold were ſhe flies o'er the wide ſpreading plain, 
While the loud apening pack purſue her amain. 
Hark away, &c. = 


At length puls is caught, and lies panting for breath, 
And the ſhoutof the huntſman's the ſignal of death, 
No joys can delight like the ſports of the field, 

To hunting all paſtime and pleaſure muſt yield. 


Hark , &c. 
e CCXXXII. 
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CCXXXII. SONG. 


1 ſhines the riſing morn, 

Bedeck'd with rich array, 

Whilſt ſparkling dew drops from the thorn 
Hanes glitt'ring on the {pray ; 

The birds enliv'ning cates ſing 

In every field and grove, | 

Their notes all hail the welcome ſpring, 
And all are tun'd to love. 


Then come my Damon haſte away, 
For thee bloom e'ery flower; | 
Oh! come my love, while chearfal May 
Bedecks my humble bower. . 
The birds enliv'ning carrols, &c. 
Here ſweeteſt woodbines from a ſhade, 
Wild daiſes deck the ground; 
A ſweet retreat by nature made, 
And all is peace around. 
The birds enliv'ning carrols, &c. 
CCXXXIII. SONG. 
A BUMPER of good liquor, | 
Will end a conteſt quicker, 
T han juſtice, judge, or vicar, 
So fill each cheerful glaſs, - 
8 So fill, &c. 
But if more deep the quarrel, 
Why, ſooner drain the barrel, 
Than be that hateful fellow, 
That's crabbed when he's mellow. | 
So fill, &c. 


CCXXXIV. 
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CCXXXIV. SONG. : 

EAR Tom this brown jug that now foams 

with mild ale, 1 0 4 

{In which ] will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale} | 

Was once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old ſoul, | 
As e'er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl, 
In boozing about *twas his pratie to excell, 


And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. | 
It chanc'd as in dog-days he fat at his eaſe, | 
In his flow'r-wov'n arbour, as gay as you pleaſe; ! 


With a friend and a pipe, putting ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ftingo was ſoak ing his clay, 
His breath deors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he dy'd tull as big as Dorcheſter butt. 
His body when long in the ground it had lain, 
Aud ume into clay had deſolv'd it again, 
A potter found out its covert ſo ſnug, 1 
And with part of fa: Toby he made this brown jce; 
Now jacred to friendſhip, to mirth and good ale; 
So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale 
vale, ſweet Nan of the vale. 0 


...CCXXXV. SONG. | 
7 HILE others ſwell high in full numbers 
divine, : | 
Or ſervilely cring for the alms of the nine, 
Let becf-flcakes inſpire me, and flavour each line. 
O!] the beef ſteakes cf Old England, 
And it's O the old Ergliſn beef-ſtcakes ! 
Thu? bard: of roaſt-beef have oft ſung, it is true, 
Yet the ſubiect remains ſtill eternally new; 
Then why ſhould not beef. ſteakes receive honour 
1 due? O! the beef. iteakes, &c. 
[ | | Great 


(- 86 | 
Great Jupiter's ſelf (as tis fabl'd) the chiet, 
Ran off with Europa and I O---in brict 


His highneſs could relith a rump Reals of beef. 
O! thc beef. ſtcakes, &c. 


But leaving each tale which of falſho > partake:, 
Let's ſing our own heroes, the ſricnds of beef 
ſtcakes, 
An] cook up my maſters a ſong for their ſa':c 
O! the bect-ſteakes, &c. 
There's Rodney and Hood, brave Curtis and 
| Hug hes, | 
Howe, . Pigot, all Britiſh t 2 jues, 
Cry, Bect-ttcakes for ever! but 4 your French 
ſtews !“ 
O! the beef, ſteakes, &c. 
In defence of old Gib, againſt forces combin' 1: 
A land-mark of glory uncquall” d youtl find, 
The gallant old Elliot, that Mars of mankind! 
O! the beef-ſteakes, &c. 


For while he was broiling among his brave ran!s, 

A pack of fleſh cooks would be playing their prank f 

But his piping hot balls ſore rte 4 their Banks. 
O!] the beef-iicakes, &c. 


All fat in the fire, and the Dons in a frig ht, 

Now _ ſtomachs arc turn'd oy ithout « courage to 
| ght, | 
Brave Elliot's hot cockles have ficken'd* em quite. 

O! the bect-ſteakes, &c. | | 


While 8 free, and beef-ſteakes are their 
| cheer 
King — proteQor, what have they to ſear, 
From the Dutch, tne proud Don, and ſoup-meagie 
Monfieur ? 
O! the beef-ſteakes, &c. 


(-- 47 - 1 
CCXXXVI. SONG. 
I 2 neighbourly way, with an honeſt man's 
teme, 8 
Undferding I hope to proceed; 
Attend if you pleaſe, if you are pleaſed with a 
name, 
Imprimis, let probity lead---lead. 
Imprimis - Ke. 
Ee careful to keep on humility's fide, 
Nor ever loſe gratitude's view; 
Odey not the envy of picgue, nor - of pride, 
Nor piiſer from merit its due. 


Be aſſured that eſteem is a noble eſtate, 
Let not a fond ſmile make you proud; 

Nor rail at men merely becauſe they are great, 
Be not dup'd by the roar of a croud. 


hun flatteries praiſe, let not promiſe alure, 
Nor dangle — Cinners 1 in taſte; | 
Forget not old friends, tho perhaps they arc poor, 
Nor make new acquaintance in haſte. 


O! ſuffer not intereſt, friendſhip to . 
Accept not ſervility' treat; 

Nor ſilently witneſs iniquity's ſcene, 
But open at once on deceit. 


Remember yourſelf, ſpare the ſhame of your friend, 
Nor carry your wit to excels; 

With the ſpirit the cauſe of the abſent defend, 

And ſhrink not your arm from diſtreſs. 


Oppreſs not the low, nor the high people's ſlaves, 

Nor ever diſpair, nor be vain ; 
However inconſtant the world may behave, 
Mediocrity ever maintain | RE 
S © _ Hi 
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His views, let ambition, mad over the ſtate, 
Let avarice gluttonize wealth; | 
No Nabobs I wiſh, for I would not be great, 

I only aſk humbly tor health. 


How careful, in health, will my latter days 5 
UDn envy id, un-envying life 
With — friend I have prov'd, and my favourite 
| als, ng 


And practice the precepts I give. 
CCXXxXKVII.. SON G. 


Leaſure leſſens as it flies, 
Life's too ſhort to enjoy it; 
Why the plague ſhould be we be wiſe, 
Who never can be cloy'd with't. 


Laugh and fing while we my. 
Sher yield to ſorrow | 
Whether we laugh, or weep, or play, 

Still ſucceeds to-morrow. 


Wiſdom leave we to the wiſe, 
Sorrow to the wretched; 

But that mirth which they diſpiſe, 
Bid haſten to be bleſſed. 


CCXXXVIII. SO N G. 
| N flower that blows is like this roſe, 
Or ſcatter ſuch perfume; | 
Upon my breaſt, ah! gently reit, 
2 ever ever bloom. 


ar pledge to prove a parent s love, 
| electing; pleaſing gift thou art; 
: Come, 2 flower, and from this hour, 


Live henceforth | in my heart. 
CC XXXIX. 
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„Den SONG. 

F gallant fouls, that beat ſo high, 
1 With England's glory in each vein, 
From his example learn to die, | 
Whoſe honour never knew one ſtain, 


At break of day two ſail appear'd, 
And on the larboard-quarter ſtood; 
For action ſtraight the decks were clear'd, 
Which ſoon alaſs! were dy'd with blood. 


My friend maintain'd th' unequal fight, 

| ill bringing all his guns to bear: 
With red-hot balls their thunders fright, 

And up one Frenchman blew in air. 


The other ſtruck her colours now, 

But, oh! too late his life to ſave : 
For e'ere the hoſtile flag was low, 
A ſhot had mark'd him for the grave. 


ADDITIONALSONGS. 

„„ 
LEE on, ſlecp on, my Kathleen dear, 

May peace poſſeſs thy breaſt; 

Yet doſt = dream thy true love's here, 
Depriv'd of peace and reſt. 5 

The birds ſing ſweet, the morning breaks, 
Thoſe joys are none to me: 

Tno' ſleep is fled poor Dermott wakes, 


To none but love and thee, - N 


II. SONG. 


D* AR Kathleen, you, no doubt. 
Find ſleep how very ſweet *tis , 
Boge bark, and cocks have crowed out, 
You never dream how late ' tis, 

This morning gay, 
J poit away, 
I's have with you a bit of play, 
On two legs rid 
Along to bid 
Good morrow to your night-cap 
Laſt night a little bowſy 
With whiſkey, ale, and cyder, 
I aſk'd young Betty Blowzy 
To let me fit beſide her; 
Her anger roſe, 
Ana four as ſloes, 
The inte gypicy cock'd her noſe ; 
Yet here I've rid 
Along, to bid 
Good morrow to your night-cap. 


III. SONG. 


THE twirs ef Loans, ſo kind to my boon, 
| | Ariſe to partake of the chace ; 
And $1 lends a ray to chaſte Dian's fair moon, 
And a imile to the ſmiles of her face: 
Fer the ſport I delight in, the bright queen of love 
With myrtles my brows ſhall ador rn, 
Wie Pan breaks his chaunter, and ſkuiks in the 
frove, | | 
Excell'd by the ſound of the las rn. 


The dogs are uncoupled, and ſweet is their cry, 
Ye; ſuclter the notes of 1weet echo s reply: 


Hark 
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Int forward, my honies, the game is in view, 
Bui love is the game I wiſh to purſue. 


The ſtag from his chamber of woodbine peeps ou: 
His ſentence he hears in the gale; e 
Yet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail: 
Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the fray, 
Deipair taking place of his fear; 
Vith antlers erected, a while ſtands at bay, 
Then turrenders his !:ic with a tear. | 
| The dogs are, &c. 


IV. SONG. 


OW happy the Soldier who lives on his pay, 
And 2 half-a- crown out of fix-pence a 
Yet fears neither juſtices, warrants, or bums, 
But pays all his debts with the roll of his drums. 
HE, | With a row-de-dow, &c, 


Te cares not a marvedy how the world goes 
His king finds him quarters, and money, and clothes: 

He laughs at all ſorrow, whenever it comes, 

And rattles away with the roll of the drums. 
| With a row -de-dow, &c. 


The drum is his glory, his joy and delight, 

It leads him to pleaſure as well as to fight; 

No girl when ſhe hears it, tho? ever ſo glum, 

But packs up her tatters, and follows the drum. 
| With a row-de-dow, &c. 


1 
V. SONG. 


F ye groves and chryſtal ſountain:, 
The glad ſome plains and ſilent dell; 
Ye humble vales and lofty mountains, 
And welcome now a lonely cell. 
And oh farewell, fond youth moſt drar! 
Thy tender plaint, thy vow finccre, 
We'll meet and ſhare the parting tear, 
10 VI. SONG. x | 
HO! Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowers, 
Is clear falling waters and murmuring cai- 
cades, | 35 | 
Its groves of fine myrtle, and beds of ſweet flowers, 
Its lads 1» well dreſs'd, and its neat pretty maids; 
As each his own village mutt itil] make the moſt of, 
In p:aife of dear Carton I hope I'm not wrong; 
Deur Carton! containing what kingdoms may 
boaſt of ; 88 a 5 
*Tis Norah, my dear Norah! the theme of my 


ſong. | | 
Be gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and nice boots 
on, 5 | 
Their horſes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare; 
Or dance at a ball, with their Sunday new ſuits on, 
Lac'd waiitcuats, white glove:, and their nice 

| powurrd hair, „ 

Poor Pat, while ſo bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 
For gold and tor acres he never ſnall long; | 
Onc ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a 


nation, N | : = 
From Norah, dear Norah] the meme of my 
long. | 5 


„ Pp 


1 
VII. SONG. 
TIE wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, 
1 Will fill defire to grow richer ; 
Give me but health, 1 aſk no more, 
My little girl, my friend and pitcher: 
My friend fo rare, | 
My girl fo fair, | 
With ſuch, what mortal can be richer ; 
Give me but theſe, a fig tor care, 
With my ſtycet girl, my friend and pitcher, 
Tho fortune ever ſhuns my door, | 
I know not what can thus bewitch her; 
With all my heart, can I be pzor,  _ 
With my {weet girl, my friend and pitcher. 
| My friend ſo rare, Sc. 
. | VIII. SONG. 
| Tz ſpring with ſmiling face is {2en, 
1 To uſher in the May; TT 
And nature clad in mantle green, 
All ſprig'd with flow'rets gay: 
The feath:red ſongtter of the grove, 
Then join in harmony and love. 
The lark that ſoaring cleavs the ſkies, 
Low builds her humble neſt; 
The rambling boy that finds the prize, 
Is ſure ſupr⸗-mely bleſt : 
For when the tuneful bird is own, 
He haſtes, and marks it for his own. 


IX. SONG. 


V know Pm your Prieft, and your conſci 
” - cnce is mine, „ . 
But if you grow wicked, it's not a good ſign, 
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© icae oTyour raking and marry a wife, 

At then, my dear Marby, you're ſettled tor ile. 
Sing Ballynamono, Oro, | I 
A good merry wedding for me. 


The banns being publiſhed, to chapel wegs, 
Tre bride and the bridegroom in coats witze 
ſnow; 
Sy modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh your loo, 
You out with your ring, and I pull out my book. 
| Sing, &c. | | 
I thumb out the place, and I then read away, 
She biuſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers, obey, 
You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 
| ſhuc up my book, and I pocket your gold. 


Sing, Kc. | 
That ſnug little guinca for me. 
X. SONG. 


- CINCE Kathlecn has prov'd ſo untrue, 
) Poor Darby ! ah, what can you do ? 

No longer Fil ſtay here a clown, 

But ſell off and gallop to town :_ 

I'll dreſs, and I'll ſtrut with an air, 

The barber ſhall f-izzle my hair. 


In town I ſhall cut a great daſh, 
Bur firſt how to om the caſh ; 

At gaming, perhaps, I may win; 
Wich cards I can take the flats in, | 
Or trundle falſe dice, and they're nick'd ; 
II found out, I ſhall only be kick'd. 

But firſt for to get a great name, 


A duel eſtabliſh my ſame; 1 
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To my man then a challenge Pl write; 

Put frift, Ti be ſure he wont fight: 

e' twear not to part till we tall, 

Then foot without powder, and the devil a ba!! 


XI. SONG. 


F OO every fail to the breeze, 
The courſe of my vette] improve; 

l've done with the toils of the teas, 

Ye ſailors ! Pia bound to my love. 


Since Emma's as true as ſhe's lair, 
My gricts I fling all to the wind ; 

"Tis a pleaſing return for my care, 
My miitrets is conſtant and kind. 


My fails are all fill'd to my dear, 

What tropick-bird ſwifter can move; 
Who, crucl, ſhall hold his carecr, | 

That returns to the neſt of his love. 


Hoiſt every iall to the breeze, 
Come ſhipmates and join in the ſong ; 
Let's drink while our ſhip cuts the ſea, 
To the galc that may drive her along. 


XII. SONG. 


DEHOLD your little honeſt Ben, 
= My pretty Poll, return'd again, 
| My heart as needle truc; | 
When diſtant many a league, my dear, 
My conſtant heart did never veer, 
*T was fixt my love, on you. 


When ſhoals and threatning rocks I've ſeen, 
Or when Pve in a battle been, 
Fear could not me ſubdue ; 
Hope 
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lippe bov'd me up, and ſmiling ſaid, 

L mill ul Ive tweet bluc-eyec maid} 
I tteer life's courſe with you, 


To check the pride of France and Spain, 
I leit my Pall, and plough'd the main, 
With heart devoid of fear; 

54 cct peace return'd, I']! {ail no more, 
But boaſt my tcars on Albion's ſhore, 
Saſe anchor'd with my Gear. 

„„ AMES QNTG: - 
\ 7 HEN kind friends exact a ſong, 
3 Something new and ſtriking, 
Surely he can ne'er be wrong, 
Who gives each his liking. 
Patriots like to get a place, 
Courtiers theirs to keep; | 
Country Squires to drink and chace, 
And cits to cat and flecp. 
Parſons like a biſhoprick, 
Gamblers like to bubble; 
Doctors like to ſee friends ſick, 
Lawyers theirs in trouble. 
Soldiers like both peace and pay, 
When fighting is no more; 
Sailors like abroad to ſtray, 
For gold to waſte aſhore. 
Ruddy bullics like to bluſter, 
Pale beaux to ſeem polite ; 
Train-band captains like a muſter, 
But neither like to fight. 105 


Ladies 
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Ladies like a thouſand things; 
| But yet it were not well. | 
He who for their pleaſure fings, 
Should all their likings tell. 


XIV. SONG. 
W HENE'ER the dull lover von hate or 
vY deſpiſe, 


With his pitiful ſtory, 
Stands waiining before ye, 
To laugh at his ſobs, and his groans and his ſighs, 
Is the w ay a young damſel ſhould uſe him, 
A hg for his cattle, i.is houſe? and land, 
If a heart muſt be ſold | 
For his acres of gald, 
Mine never ſhall be at the booby's command, 
Tho! 2 Icrd or a duke, I'd refuſe him. | 
But }ct the dear lover 
His paſhon diſcover, 
His ſmiles are the riches 
A maiden bewitches: 
A treaſure his kiſſes, 
To hoard up ſuch bliſſes, 
Without e'er a guinea I'd chuic him. 


The ſymptoms of love, if a lover would know, 
In a down- looking eye, 
True affection hell ſpy, | 
When roſes are ſpread on a — 48 of ſnow, 
As it heaves with a quick palpitation ; | 
* let him ſenſe, tho he ſees we are caught, 5 
Net to bgaſt of our chains, 
| Nor the triumph he gains, 
And ne' er to her prejudice harbour a thought, 
Who regards him with tender ſenſation. 
| Sull Jet the dear lover, &c. 


TOASTS and SENTIMENTS. 


| NM AY we be ſlaves to nothing hut our duty, and 
| friends io nothing but merit | 

May ihe defires of our hearts be vittuous, and 
thoſe defires be gratiſied. 

Nay the honcit heart never feel Arend. 
Yo the honeſt fellow, who loves his bot: le at 
nicht, and his buſineſs in the morning. | 

Addition to our trade, multiplication to our ma- 
nufactures, ſubſtraction to aur taxes, and reduction 
to our utcleſs penſions and p! aces. 

Riches to the gencrous, and power to the mer- 
citul. 

May the trade of this country increa'e, and be 
ſupported by unity, peace, and concord. 

Aay we draw upon content for the deficiences 

of fortune. 
Prudence to form good wither, and means to 
enigy them. 


Alay we never tell a lie of a virtuous woman, nor ©; 


the truth of one that is otherwiſe. 
The ſervice of the fair {cx, and the fair ſex in the 
ſervice. 
May the next Royal Georg? ſave the people. 
May the laurels of the * Warrior, who * in- 
nocence, wither on his brow. | 
In our engagements with the fair, may we looſe 
our hearts, but not our underſtanding. p 
May 
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May exaited merit be cheriſhed with tae rewards 
of virtue. Ig 
The coalition, a bottle and a bird. 
In the tempeſts of life, may we never ſpring a- 
leak, nor looie dur ſtanding rigging., ES 
Artlcts love. | | 
The harveſt of life, love, wit, and good humour. 
A well printed volume in ſheets. th, 
May our conſcience be four 4, tho' our fortune 
be rotten. | | 
The lite we love with whom we love. | 
May our ability fer doing good, be equalled only 
by our inclination. | | | 
The heart that ſells, and the hand that gives. 
Sincerity in friendſhip, and conſtancy in love. 
May the bulwarks of virtue, rever be undermine» 
ed by the ſtratagems of temptation. 
8 inſide of a warm houſe, and the outſide of a 
1411. 8 
Life to the man who has courage to looſe it, 
And wealth to him, who has ſpirit to uſe it. 
Frugality without meanneſs. N 
The pleaſure of pleaſing. 
Patience in adverſity. 
All abſent friends. 
Decent economy. 3 
Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our 
wiſhes. A „ 
A good wife, and a great many of them. 
All we wiſh, and all we want. | 
Days of eaſe, and nights of pleaſure. 
Every honeſt man his right, and every rogue a 
halter. | : | | 
Gaiety and innocence, 


May 


May the friends of England ever * zave free acceis 
t the thr ne. 

May temptation never conquer virtue. 

May we be loved by thote whom we love. 

May we never know lorrow but by the name. 

May we never taitc the apples of affliction. 

Proviſion to the unprovided. 

Relict ro the op preſſed and diſtreſſed, 

Short ſhoes and long corns to the enemies of 
Great Britain. 

The h neſt north-country ſmith, who refuſed to 
ſhoe for the mau who voted againſt his country. 

May hemp bind him whom "honour can't. 

The ſteady friends of Britain. 

That treemen may never more be confidered i as a 
property to be led to market. 

The nice-houſe maid. 

What charms, arms, and difarms. 

The union of two fond hearts. 

May the EviToxs of the LivER POOL Sox G57ER | 
givc latistaction to the PURCHASER. 


